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BOOK IV. (ConUnuedy 



CHAPTER III. 

After the storm of grief which Tina s '' sir- 
prize" had induced subsided, Olive entered 
into a new stage of feeling. The stupor 
having broken did not gather again, and she 
was conscious of the full intensity of her 
trouble. 

Perhaps it was better for her health that 
the stupor should have passed. The state 
of mental torpor was debilitating, and it had 
already had a bad effect upon her high-strung 
delicate brain, dulling and weakening its powers. 
But it would have been better had the stupor 
been broken gradually, not in one short hour 

VOL. IIL I 

^^^ Digitized by dOOQlC 

750 * 



2 THE SPIRIT OF LOVE. 

of bitter distress ; that she should have 
awakened to full sensibility by degrees, not 
immediately. 

Her sorrow was poignant and unremitting. 
It was a sorrow with despair at its root, and 
a hatred of life ; and it permeated her mind 
and heart, entering into every little detail of 
her life. 

It brought about a marked change in her 
manner and appearance, that was visible to 
every one who saw her. She was no longer 
graceful in manner, but abrupt, quick in tone 
and gesture. Her eyes were no longer 
dreamy, but pathetically eager, feverishly 
bright, and their lids no longer drooped list- 
lessly, but flickered restlessly on the slightest 
provocation. Her voice was sharper; her 
pallor was often replaced by a hectic flush, 
quickly coming, quickly going. She was less 
patient, more inclined to irritability, the result 
of the nervous excitement which was one of 
the results of her great sorrow. 

Small annoyances, which hitherto her stupor 
had saved her from feeling, fretted her in a 
way very different from that in which they had 
fretted her before her great trouble had come 
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upon her. A sudden loud sound was enough 
to startle her almost to frenzy ; and continued 
opposition or contradiction was calculated to 
drive her into a fury of excitement. 

The luxuries surrounding her increased 
rather than diminished her power of suffering. 
Had she endured hunger, cold, pecuniary 
worries, she might have had her mind partly 
diverted from dwelling on her trouble ; but 
warm rooms, cushioned chairs, soft carpets, the 
scents of flowers, the comforts and refinements 
of her home, did not divert her attention from 
it. Lounging in a cushioned chair, gazing into 
glowing coals and at firelight flickering brightly 
upon a pretty-tiled hearth and burnished fire- 
irons ; reclining in a carriage rolling smoothly 
along the roadway ; lying with her head on 
soft pillows, she suffered more keenly and 
morbidly than she would have done had she 
been subjected to physical discomfort. 

Her husband's presence became well-nigh 
intolerable to her ; his voice, even his step on 
the stairs, irritated her. To see him slightly 
under the influence of drink, and to listen to 
his maudlin conversation, was in itself a kind 
of torture. She avoided him as much as 
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4 THE SPIRIT OF LOVE. 

possible, and he willingly fell in with her tactics 
of avoidance. 

His own grief had been considerably miti- 
gated, and he had returned to pretty much 
his usual manner of living. His many friends, 
his club, his professional engagements, his 
pleasures, occupied his time with their usual 
agreeableness ; and his spirits had almost re- 
covered their old gaiety. A tHe-ct-tite with 
his wife, except when, as sometimes hap- 
pened, he dined alone with her, was a very 
rare occurrence, and was never sought for, only 
coming by accident — except indeed when he 
was a bit " lively,** as he called it. He pitied 
her, but naturally the sight of her misery was 
not pleasant to him. His jolly temper hated 
gloom, and he was glad to leave the society of 
his sad-faced wife for that of his many jovial 
associates. 

Time did not abate Olive's grief. The 
associations of her home every day brought 
fresh fuel for her sorrow to feed on. 

The whole house was permeated by memories 
of the child who had come to life, and prattled, 
and loved, and laughed, and cried in it. Many 
portraits of Tina's small visage had been taken. 
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THE SPIRIT OF LOVE. 5 

and her cold unwavering eyes looked at Olive 
from many places on wall and table. The 
things that Tina had liked or handled — her 
toys, her frocks and coats — all were incitements 
to Olivers bitter sorrow. Had she been wise 
she would have put away these things out of 
her sight a while, and tried to turn her thoughts 
from them ; but she weakly gave way to her 
cravings for brooding over them. 

She did not relieve her mourning by any 
spot of white, and the sombre gowns accen- 
tuated her expression of sadness. She rarely 
left the house, but, hollow- cheeked, restless- 
eyed, wandered from room to room, lay in 
her bed-chamber crying, or sat in her pretty 
drawing-room, refusing herself to callers and 
grieving and weeping in solitude. 

Lady Muriel, after urgent entreaties, was 
admitted one day, making an exception to 
Olive's rule of not seeing anyone ; and for a 
few minutes chatted with her. Olive avoided 
all mention of her bereavement, but talked 
more animatedly than had been her custom 
before it. Her restlessness had brought forth 
her greater animation, and she now and again 
uttered a sharp satirical speech, or gave vent 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



6 THE SPIRIT OF LOVE. 

to an impatient ejaculation which surprised 
gentle Lady Muriel. After Lady Muriel left, 
Olive sat before her drawing-room fire, to 
brood, as usual, over her terrible loss. 

She lay back on a pretty carved French 
sofa, one arm resting on the sofa, the other 
lying upon her knees. The whiteness of her 
thin hand and wrist, and the delicate blue of 
the veins showing beneath the skin, were 
accentuated by the blackness of her gown. 
Her dark head rested against the sofa back, 
her raised chin leaving visible the whiteness of 
her throat. 

A study in black and white and grey she 
was, a sombre picture despite the prettiness 
of her surroundings, the delicate tints of the 
walls, the gold of a Queen Ann glass on 
her left, the charming hues and brightness 
of the tea-cups on a little table near her, the 
cosiness and brightness of the room. 

George looked in about six, to tell her he 
was going to dine at his club. He was in 
gay spirits, and after a word or two, " trying 
to cheer her up," cheerily whistling ran upstairs 
to dress. 

His entrance roused her from her brooding. 
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She left her chair, and commenced pacing the 
floor, tired yet restless, weary-eyed yet spurred 
to movement by mental unrest. 

Lady Muriel had told her that Nollath was 
expected at the Deanery that afternoon, and as 
she ate her solitary dinner her mind ran much 
upon him. She expected that he would call 
upon her before he returned to London. Since 
her rapid formation and as rapid abandonment 
of her wild project of seeking sympathy from 
him, she had not again entertained the idea of 
doing so. But the thought of seeing him was 
faintly pleasant to her. 

After dinner she returned to the drawing- 
room, and taking up a book of poems which 
she had been reading lately, finding in it a 
little balm for her sore wounds, she turned over 
the leaves, reading here and there, and dwelling 
upon any line which especially appealed to her. 

She was in a peculiarly restless mood 
to-night, and her grief was peculiarly poignant. 
The spirit of some of the poems was a spirit 
of bitter rebellion against the unsatisfactoriness 
of life, and it was in tune with her own bitter 
rebellion against the heavy blow that had been 
dealt her. 
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8 THE SPIRIT OF LOVE. 

" Bitter indeed is Life, and bitter of Life the breath." 

Her eye caught the line detached from its 
fellows, and her mind echoed the sad senti- 
ment. Bitter, bitter ! There was nothing but 
bitterness now in her life — the bitterness of 
grief and unrest. The words voiced her feel- 
ings, and she read the few lines above them, 
finding there also the cry of her spirit uttered 
in sad but beautiful music — 

" But for that which is * I,' indeed, the gods have decreed 

ho rest; 
No rest but an endless aching, a sorrow which grows 

amain, — 
I am caught in the Circle of Being, and held in the 

Circle of Pain." 

She commenced to read the poem from its 
beginning. She did not find it all to her 
mood — 

" But give me Life and its ways and its men, if this be 
Death." 

She wanted death. Death, however terrible, 
could bring her no torture greater than that of 
life, — the torture of grief for which there was 
no balm ; the torture of a restlessness that 
drove sleep from her eyes ; the torture of a 
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sick distaste for a life which throbbed in her 
heart only to hurt her, which worked in her 
brain to give nothing but dissatisfaction, which 
coursed in her veins only to give existence to 
the pain of heart and brain. No ; she could 
not believe that her spirit, when it quitted her 
aching body, could ever desire return. 

Further on were lines that touched her again, 
striking the notes of her terrible restlessness. 

" But then I could ran on the shore, weeping and weary 

and weak ; 
See the waves' blue sheen, and feel the breath of the 

breeze on my cheek ; 
Could wail with the wailing wind; strike sharply the 

hands in despair; 
Could shriek with the shrieking blast, grow frenzied and 

tear the hair; 
Could fight fierce fights with the foe, or clutch at a 

human hand; 
And, weary, could lie at length on the soft, sweet, saffron 

sand." 

She flung the book from her and started to 
her feet. That was what she wanted. She 
would like to have run on the shore, and 
wailed with the ** wailing wind " ; to have 
fought with the storm and shrieked with the 
" shrieking blast." Anything to escape this 
pent-up misery, anything to escape this terrible 
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sense of repression — repression of brain, heart, 
body. All were useless, living only to fret her. 

But she could not break her cords of repres- 
sion. She could not find vent for her misery 

She paced the room in a fever of miserable 
excitability. She struck herself violent blows 
on her breast ; the hectic flush on her cheeks 
deepened, and her eyes glittered. She stamped 
her feet, and she struck her hands on the table, 
enjoying the pain of the blow. But she could 
not do more than give these small tokens of 
her longing for relief, and they did not bring it 
to her. They failed to satisfy the body, brain, 
and heart, which, being empty of all but pain, 
were in wild revolt against their existence 
itself. 

In the midst of her excitement she heard the 
hall door open and close, and an umbrella 
placed in the stand. She paused, listening to 
the sounds, and looked at the timepiece. 

It was nine o'clock. If it were George come 
home he was early. Earliness was not a good 
sign with him. He usually finished the even- 
ing with cards and joviality, returning home in 
the small hours. Only if his brain had been 
affected by his wine-drinking did he, prompted 
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by some curious instinct, leave the society of 
his friends and return home. 

Being in a mood when her nerves and heart 
were laid open to the slightest impression, to 
be fretted or bruised even by a careless word, 
she was in an exceedingly unfavourable state 
for George's society ; but when she heard him 
walk towards the drawing-room she did not 
attempt to escape it. Her high degree of 
excitement rendered her temporarily oblivious 
of the unpleasant efifect his society exerted over 
her, and she turned to greet him as he opened 
the door, with less distaste than she often felt 
when he entered her presence. She did not 
realise that her state of mind rendered her 
peculiarly susceptible to the irritation that 
George when not sober had the power to 
arouse in her, and that her excited nerves were 
to-night especially ill-fitted to bear the strain. 

George had not run contrary to precedent. 
He had sought his home because he had made 
himself sleepy with too frequent potations. He 
was not drowsy enough to at once drop asleep, 
but was sufficiently so to be disinclined for chat 
and play, and to entertain a preference for the 
quiet of home. 
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12 THE SPIRIT OF LOVE. 

A superficial observer might not at first have 
detected anything the matter with him, but 
Olive's experienced eye saw his condition at 
once. His gait, though not unsteady, was 
exceedingly deliberate. His face was flushed, 
and his eyes were heavy, with a look barely 
intelligent in them. 

He dropped into a chair before speaking to 
Olive, and she seated herself a little distance 
from him and put down her book. He com- 
menced talking to her in a rambling inconse- 
quent fashion, pausing now and again for a 
word of assent or dissent from her, but 
requiring little further speech from her. He 
was garrulous, though slow of tongue and 
sometimes indistinct. He was good-humoured, 
though with a tendency to tantalise and to 
be annoyed if his wife's monosyllables were 
not promptly uttered when required. He was 
not particular as to how she answered him, being 
too stupid to notice the fitness or unfitness of 
her replies. Had he been particular her task 
would have been a difficult one, his questions 
occasionally being such as it would have taxed 
the ingenuity of any intellect not endowed with 
supernatural powers, to find correct replies to. 
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They irritated Olive in her excitable state, 
and her answers to some of his observations 
were sharply given. Since Tina's death she had 
lost her fear of him, her grief having destroyed 
her timidity as it had destroyed her apathy and 
gentleness. She could readily fling out a sharp 
word or shoot a sharp glance if provoked, and, 
her fund of patience having become small, 
provocation was not hard to give. 

George had no objection to the occasional 
sharpness. If the monosyllables were quickly 
given he did not question the tone. 

His maudlin talk was tedious, and Olive's 
sharpness increased. Tediousness was oppres- 
sive to her excited nerves. 

The melancholy music of the verses that 
she had just been reading had temporarily 
soothed her, notwithstanding her display of 
excitement, but George had a contrary effect 
upon her. His coarse face, half-stupid, half- 
teasing, his head lolling, as if top-heavy, upon 
his short neck ; his conversation, inconsequent, 
and chiefly of his club, billiards, and baccarat, 
he was the antithesis of the high-strung morbid 
mood to which the poems had appealed. Her 
mind was wearied by what was to her dull and 
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commonplace talk, and the distaste for his 
society, which upon his entrance her excite- 
ment had prevented her feeling, returned, 
increased by the peculiarities of her present 
temper. Alone she could brood over her grief 
undisturbed, or give some degree of vent to 
her restlessness. He was a hindrance to her 
quiet brooding, and also to violent expressions 
of her grief. 

Her replies became few and difficult to 
extract from her, George having occasionally 
to repeat his question several times before 
receiving an answer. He invariably repeated 
it, however, and continued his repetition until 
he obtained a reply. 

His persistence annoyed Olive, and her irri- 
tation expressed itself in her flushed cheeks 
glittering eyes, and the nervous beat of one 
foot on the carpet. George, noticing these 
signs of excitability, and the increasing sharp- 
ness of her voice, was amused and by no means 
displeased. 

Tantalising his quiet wife had hitherto been 
a dull amusement, the spice of opposition 
absent from it He abandoned his long yarns, 
and set himself to the occupation of teasing 
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her. A grin upon his face, he set his fuddled 
brain to work at originating little tantalising 
speeches calculated to further arouse her. 

He was not intentionally ill-natured, though 
some of his remarks appeared malicious. His 
besotted mind was incapable of realising the 
full meaning of all that he said. Had it not 
been so, he would not have spoken as he did 
to the bereaved mother of his child. 

Most of his would-be tantalising observations 
were more tolerable to her than his tedious 
questions. They did not require answers, and 
as they did not pain her she was indifferent to 
them. 

He threw out a few accusations against 
her dulness, and criticised, with mock severity, 
the dowdiness of her gown. These remarks 
failing to arouse her, he relapsed into silence 
awhile, considering how best to proceed with 
his design. 

Olive took up her book, trying to forget her 
husband's presence, and to find more balm for 
her sadness. • She read a few pathetic lines 
breathing vague unanswered longings and dis- 
satisfaction with life's incompleteness, and they 
partly soothed her irritation. There was 
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sweetness as well as sadness in the lines ; 
their pathos was soft; they were refined and 
gentle in their pessimism. They were grateful 
to Olive after George's thick utterances and 
weary insistence. When George recommenced 
talking to her, she tried to retain her thoughts 
on the poetry, but found it impossible to do so, 
and with awakening irritation pushed the book 
away. 

He had begun to talk of his brother's 
children, two boys and a girl, regretting his 
loss of Tina, referring to a little son born dead 
two years after Tina's birth, and complaining 
of the solitariness of his home. His words 
pained Olive, not because of the slight at her 
contained in his allusion to his solitariness, but 
because of his mention of her bereavement. 
Very few persons had spoken to her of the 
terrible vacant place in her home, and George's 
matter-of-fact reference to it brought it vividly 
before her mind. 

For a moment a strange new feeling of 
sympathy for her husband, took hold of her. 
For the moment the chasm betwixt him and 
her was bridged by the great sorrow, his 
as well as hers ; by the sense of his grief 
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for what excited hers ; by a sense of pity for 
him in his loss. Hers had not been the loss 
alone. Here was one, the one, whose loss 
had been hers and hers his. Impulsively she 
turned towards him, rising from her seat and 
stretching out a hand to him. 

He was slightly surprised by her unusual 
demonstration, but was not capable of any 
deep feeling. His dulled brain concluded that 
it was a mere gesture, meaning nothing or next 
to nothing, and he disregarded it. Olivers 
impulse, being unrecognised, went. She threw 
herself back into her large velvet-cushioned 
chair, and looked with strained tired eyes into 
vacancy. 

George's mumblings continued. They were 
in the same strain — envyings of his brother's 
bright healthy children, and regrets over his 
own bereavement. Almost unconsciously he 
was led by his admiration of his strong and 
winsome niece and nephews, beautiful in their 
health and joyousness, into uttering some 
slighting words on Tina — her delicacy and 
"old womanishness." 

It was only maudlin nonsense, and no woman 
with well-balanced mind would have noticed it. 

VOL. III. 2 
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But Olive took the foolish words as if soberly 
spoken, and they keenly hurt her. 

Her feelings once deeply moved were 
unmanageable. Her mind had no reins with 
which to guide them. Like horses freed from 
bit and curb they were ready to rush in head- 
strong wildness to any goal. 

His depreciation of Tina was as a lash to 
goad them on. The voice of reason, telling her 
of the folly of minding the careless words of a 
befuddled man, was inaudible in the tempest of 
resentment suddenly excited within her. He 
had slighted her child, her little dead woman, 
** made sacred and perfect by death." He, 
Tina's father, had dispraised Tina. Could Tina's 
mother sit silent and hear it ? Could Tina s 
mother insult Tina's memory by allowing his 
words to pass unchallenged ? No. Every fibre 
of her weak body, every throb of her indignant 
heart, every thought of her foolish unstrung 
brain, said no. She must rise as she had never 
risen before, rise in defence of her darling's 
memory. 

It was no effort for her to do so. Her 
gentleness had completely vanished. She was 
less comparable to the mild lamb than to the 
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tigress robbed of her cubs. It would have 
required an effort to restrain herself. Her 
feelings were wild, eager for the fray. 

She did not ask herself what might be the 
consequences of an outbreak of angry censure ; 
did not consider that in her husband's state 
one angry word might lead to words and action 
impossible to a sober man. One idea pos- 
sessed her, to the exclusion of all others. She 
must defend the memory of her little lost 
woman. 

Her pulse beat like the heart of a frightened 
bird, beating, however, not with fear, but with 
excitement and anger. Her blood seemed to 
course through her veins like a rushing tide, 
and her eyes blazed fiercely. She was the 
opposite of the gentle languid creature of a 
year ago, and George, even in his fuddlement, 
recognised the change. 

Had he been sober he would have refrained 
from further provoking the aroused spirit, the 
devil of an ill-balanced mind, which he could 
see looking at him from the erstwhile gentle 
dreamy eyes. In his sottishness he had no 
hesitation, finding the prospect of sparring one 
likely to afford him amusement. 
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In a voice hoarse, and shaking with anger, 
she reproached him for his depreciatory allu- 
sions to Tina. He listened with a boosy 
smile, and when she stopped he continued his 
disparaging remarks. 

*'You cannot deny it, Olive. She was a 
sickly little thing, and her sickliness took all 
the life out of her. Took after you, you see,** 
mischievously, " not after my family at all." 

" No," Olive said, with an excited quaver in 
her tone, " she was too good to take after you." 

"Too good — em — em! — ^well, we may each 
have our own opinion, I suppose. We are not 
so united as to require absolute agreement in 
our ideas, are we ? Eh ? " 

**Tina was too sweet for you to appreciate 
her ! " Olive cried, emphasising the *' you," and 
in her excitement rising to her feet. In times 
gone by she would have shrunk from vulgar 
jangling such as this, not only through a dis- 
taste originating in timidity, but through a 
distaste originating in refinement. She had 
no sense of repulsion now. 

**Tina was sweet and good and beautiful. 
She loved her mother dearly. She was gentle, 
— far more gentle and thoughtful than other 
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children of her years. She was a child to 
be proud of. Had she lived she would have 
been a woman beautiful and clever." The 
words flew from Olive's lips in hot defence of 
her darling. ** Shame on you to disparage 
your dead child— your one little daughter, whose 
only fault was that she loved her mother too 
well to love you ! " 

This taunt slightly vexed George. He 
frowned, and remained silent, considering what 
cutting answer to make. 

Olive was trembling as if in an ague — 
fingers, arms, legs, her whole body. Her legs 
failed her, and she sank back into her chair. 
She had not finished all that she would have 
liked to have said of Tina's merits, but she 
shook so much that she was for the moment 
incapable of articulating her words. 

It was George who broke the silence. 
He had decided to direct his taunts at her 
instead of at Tina. He was a little ashamed 
of his references to Tina. Olive's indignant 
reproaches had shown him his misconduct in 
maligning the little dead daughter whom in 
his way he had loved. He would not again 
blame her, but would lay the blame on Olive 
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" I admit, Olive, I don't blame Tina for 
what she was. Poor little thing, she didn't 
bring up herself. She couldn't help her puni- 
ness, and she wasn't responsible for it. No ; 
give blame where blame is due. It was you, 
not Tina, who was in fault. Why didn't you 
train her to be healthy and strong ? Why 
didn't you teach her to romp like other 
children ? If you had attended to these things 
she would have grown strong, and we should 
have had her with us yet. She wouldn't 
have died at the breath of a fever if you'd made 
her into a tomboy — tomboys never die. Her 
death lies at your door. D'ye see ? It's you — 
you — who killed her. The fever only finished 
the work that you had begun." 

Olive's face was sharply outlined against 
the dark velvet back of her chair. Her black 
hair formed a dusky frame for her white brow 
and delicate ears ; and her features in their 
sensitive refinement, her eyes in their feverish 
brightness, and the whiteness of her skin, gave 
her an ethereal look. George, as he uttered 
his speech, watched the effect of it on her face, 
leaning a little towards her, his sleepily amused 
blue eyes fixed upon her. 
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He observed the shaking of her limbs cease, 
the fire die out of her unnaturally large eyes. 
The crimson left her cheeks, and a pale stony 
face with stern cold eyes was presented to his 
gaze. To his disappointment she made no 
reply to his speech. 

Her customary dumpishness was returning, 
he apprehended, and this new and lively temper 
of hers was to be superseded by the dulness 
that had so often bored him. As he observed 
the stony immobility of her face he thought 
regretfully of the mistake that he had made 
in his marriage, and he thought of other women 
with whom he believed he might have been 
more fortunate — women bright and strong and 
merry as Miss Fitzame. One of these women 
for a wife would have made life worth living, 
but with Olive 

But what was the matter ? What was she 
going to do now ? Her lips had curved down- 
wards. They were quivering. Was she going 
to cry ? He rose hastily from his chair, com- 
punctious for his harsh words. He had not 
meant to wound her to tears, only to derive 
a little amusement from teasing her. He was 
sorry that he had said so much. He disliked 
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the sight of tears. Poor girl ! He pitied her. 
He was very sorry. If he could have thought 
of anything to say to prevent her crying he 
would have said it ; but as he could not think 
of anything, he would leave her. She would 
recover herself sooner if he were gone. 

" I think ril go to bed," he said, looking 
away from her. " Tm awfully tired. Good- 
night, my dear," going to the door. ** Don't 
fret so much about Tina. You'll see her again 
some day, you know." 

He was at the door by the time he had 
finished his speech. His hand was on the 
handle when he felt a grip upon his arm. 

Turning his head in surprise he looked into 
a face the expression of which awed him, 
fuddled though he was. She was trying to 
speak. Her mouth opened and moved, but 
no sound came from it. Her grip on his 
arm was strong. It even pained him, the 
long white fingers being endowed with the 
evanescent strength of excitement. He was 
confused by the terrible despair that he saw 
on the white working lips, and was partly 
sobered by it. 

** What — what is the matter, Olive ? " he 
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Stammered. "My dear girl, what is the 
matter ? " 

Her fingers tightened her hold, and he 
flinched, but did not venture to remove them. 
She renewed her struggles to speak, but still 
no sound came from her parched lips. He 
laid a hand on her shoulder, patting it and 
speaking soothingly to her. She submitted 
to his efforts at consolation, but they made no 
difference to her bearing. 

Thinking to follow them up by more endear- 
ing actions, he bent his lips towards her cheek 
to kiss her. She relaxed her grip, with a 
rough fierce gesture pushed his face away, and 
went swiftly from the room. He did not follow 
her. After recovering from his surprise at her 
roughness he sat on the sofa to consider her 
strange manner, and was soon heavily asleep. 

The idea which he had suggested to Olive, 
had taken unrestrained possession of her ill- 
poised brain. It had caught her mind as fire 
may catch tow. Her morbid sensitiveness had 
pounced upon it as a lion upon his prey, 
assimilating it until it was a part of herself, 
a part of herself giving her exquisite pain. 

The strain upon her nerves which she had 
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endured during the long months of stupefaction, 
and afterwards of restlessness, told severely 
upon her at this juncture, when her mental 
and nervous strength was tested. Exhausted 
by suffering, she was a ready prey to frenzy 
were anything calculated to provoke it brought 
to bear on her. George's suggestion was the 
provocation. She accepted his idea without 
question. It was she who was responsible for 
her little one*s death. It was she who by her 
foolish training of Tina had given her to an 
early death. 

In mad excitement she sped up the stairs 
to her own room, a mocking fiend crying 
in her ears as she ran — **You killed her, 
you ! You are her murderess." No reason, 
no calm thought was possible, only a mad 
feeling that she had contributed to her child's 
death. The whispering fiend rose before her 
excited fancy, grinning and pointing mockingly 
at her as he cried — ** You killed her — you, 
you!'* In the silence of her room his voice 
was loud and clear, and she answered him. 
'*If I killed her I ought to die.'* "Yes," he 
responded. ** And I ought to die at once. I 
will die at once. I will drown myself." 
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"Yes," the demon agreed, "drown yourself. 
There are quiet places, dark lonely spots on 
the river's bank, where it will be easy for you 
to escape observation and end your miserable 
existence." 

She did not deliberate. She did not argue 
such questions as what was the best way of 
carrying out her resolution, the least painful, 
the most expeditious, and the why and the 
wherefore of choosing this special method of 
suicide. The idea of perpetrating her act of 
self-murder by drowning, had come to her 
without design, slipping into her mind from 
causes too remote for explanation — perhaps the 
thought of the river easily reached from the 
terrace by a narrow lane higher up the road 
into which the terrace opened ; perhaps the 
echo in her brain of a case of drowning 
recently reported in the local paper. She did 
not seem to herself to be about to perform a 
terrible act. Her brain had only room for one 
thought — that she by her unwise treatment of 
Tina had rendered her an easy prey of death. 
The prospect of ending the life which **all 
that a man hath'* he will give for, was not 
appalling, its terror being swallowed up in the 
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pain of the former conviction. She must die, 
her maddened brain told her. It was her just 
sentence, her just fate for having driven her 
dear one to death. It was very simple. She 
must die, and the sooner the better. 

She was as mad as it is possible for a sane 
person to be. Her morbid grief had long 
been, in a sense, a disease, but it had not until 
now deprived her of all self-control. It had 
been a disease the chief effect of which had 
been the enfeeblement of her delicate nervous 
organism. Now, in her weakness, her self- 
control was burnt like tinder in the flames of 
the mad passion which George's words had 
excited. In all things but this passionate 
acceptance of his suggestion, she was perfectly 
sane; but the wild frenzy evoked by it, was 
barely distinguishable from actual madness. 
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It was a stormy night. The wind was blowing 
strongly from the north-east, and when Olive, 
intent upon her purpose, turned the handle of 
the hall-door it was blown from her grasp. 
The door was thrown back with a loud bang, 
but the noise did not awaken George, heavily 
sleeping in the drawing-room. 

She left the door open, the wind blowing a 
violent gust into the hall, fluttering the um- 
brellas in the stand and the leaves of a plant 
beside the settle. Rain was falling in large 
drops, and the pavement was dark with the 
wet except where it caught the reflection of 
a gas-lamp and shone in a streak of pale 
yellow. 

The cold drops were dashed upon her hot 

cheeks, and the wind, blowing in the direction 

in which she was going, hurried her already 

swift feet up the terrace. Arriving at the top, 
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she turned to the left, in the direction of the 
lane leading down to the river. 

Few people were abroad. The pavement 
was swimming with water, and where in places 
it was worn into hollows little shallow pools 
had gathered ; but Olive splashed heedlessly 
onward. It was a quiet portion of the city 
leading on to Bordale, and there were few 
shops and little traffic in it. 

The light from the shops, and from the 
street lamps, was dimmed by the blurs of rain 
on the glass. The few pedestrians walked 
hurriedly. Olive had not brought an umbrella, 
and she was soon drenched by the heavy drops. 
The feathers in her hat grew lank with the wet, 
and her hair was loosened by the rough wind. 
Regardless of everything but the accomplish- 
ment of her purpose, she hastened on, the thin 
slippers, which she had not thought to change, 
penetrated by the wet, and her stockings 
saturated. Discomforts which in her ordinary 
state of mind would have inconvenienced her 
delicate frame, were unnoticed in the mental 
tumult overmastering her. The rain and the 
wind did not chill her, because her passion of 
despair sent the blood coursing hotly through 
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her veins. She was hot — cheeks, lips, hands, 
feet — despite the cold blasts and the dampness. 

Her graceful figure passed swiftly on towards 
the lane leading from the outskirts of the city 
to the river. Now she was plainly visible, with 
her drenched garments, her limp headgear, and 
tossed hair heavy with moisture, beneath a 
gas-lamp ; now, passing away from the lamp, 
she was lost to sight. On, on in her frenzy 
she hurried, sick of life, eager for death, 
loathing herself in her madly mistaken con- 
viction that she was her child s murderess. 

Her head was down as she pressed against 
the wind ; her eyes, sheltered by the projecting 
brim of her hat, looked steadily before her. 
Drops dripped from her hat to her cheek, 
glistening as she passed into the light. 

Further from the city the road was deserted 
except for the one drenched figure. Two rows 
of blurred gas-lamps, a wide faintly-lit road, 
and rows of villas standing behind dripping 
trees and shrubs and hedgerows, stretched 
before her. A party was being given at one 
of the villas, and the sound of music came out 
upon the wretched night. 

The villa was the residence of acquaintances 
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of Olive's, pleasant people, and close friends of 
Lady Muriel's. As Olive approached the gate 
a servant came through, dashing across the 
road, and down a side-street opening from the 
pavement opposite to that on which Olive 
was walking. A gentleman was coming more 
slowly down the garden, and he arrived at the 
gate as Olive came opposite it. She did not look 
in his direction, pressing on to her goal of the 
river; but NoUath saw the frenzied face beneath 
the dripping black hat, and recognized it, though 
at first with doubt. Wild, haggard, bedraggled, 
there was enough difference in her to her as 
he had before seen her, to account for his 
temporary uncertainty. 

The momentary doubt having passed, he 
was struck by the strangeness of her aspect, 
and the strangeness of the fact that she was 
rushing headlong in a contrary direction to 
homewards, on a night when few of the most 
hardy would, unless compelled, have wandered 
abroad. He had been intending to call upon 
her on the morrow, and, seeing that she had 
not observed him, he would not, had he not 
observed the wild distress of her face, have 
attempted to make his presence known to her. 
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He was partly drawn by her distress to 
follow her, partly repelled by it. On the one 
hand it drew him to her because his friendship, 
united with the strong protective instincts which 
were specially developed towards her, caused 
him to desire to proffer sympathy or help on 
the chance that it might be useful to her ; on 
the other, it repelled him as a grief which 
should be sacred from intrusion. 

He had left the party early, with the inten- 
tion of visiting a friend at the barracks. The 
servant had gone to fetch him a cab from a 
stand near by, but he did not wait the arrival 
of the cab. He followed Olive, who, while he 
had hesitated to go after her, had walked 
several yards away ; observing, as he approached 
her, the unusual haste of her movements, the 
absence from them of the languid grace that 
had before characterised them. 

The top of the lane Olive sought was only 
a short distance from the villa NoUath had left. 
It was dark and narrow, and in her excitement 
she passed it. Discovering her mistake, she 
retraced her steps, and so met Nollath face to 
face. 

She saw at once that it was he, and without 
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feeling either pleased or displeased to see 
him. She stopped in front of him, without 
any clear idea of her reason for doing so. 
He was her friend, Mr. NoUath, and she would 
speak to him for the last time, though his 
personality presented itself to her only vaguely 
through the storm-clouds of her miserable 
emotions. 

" Good evening, Mrs. Trevelyan." NoUath's 
cold clear voice calmly enunciated the greeting 
in the tumult of wind and rain, and he held her 
hand, which he was surprised to find ungloved, 
and very wet, in his warm clasp. " A miser- 
able night, isn't it ? " He uttered his common- 
places in even, impassionate tones, but his eyes 
were bent searchingly upon her wild white face, 
asking questions he did not put into words. 
She replied to his silent interrogations, leaving 
his commonplaces unanswered. 

" Tm glad Tve seen you, Mr. NoUath," she 
said, " because I shall be able to bid you good- 
bye. I am going to drown myself to-night, and 
I should like to bid you good-bye. There is no 
one but you to whom I care to say it. But 
you have been kind to me.*' 

She stated her intention without reserve, and 
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the extent to which her mania had taken 
possession of her may be judged by the fact 
that no thought that he would be likely to 
attempt to prevent her carrying out her purpose, 
came to her. 

Shocked and startled, he feared that her 
grief, of the mute agony of which Lady Muriel 
had told him, had turned her brain. Having 
during her London visit been given an insight 
into her temperament, he could understand 
that the shock of her sudden bereavement 
would tell severely upon the emotional part of 
her — which, having been cultivated by circum- 
stances at the expense of her intellectual and 
physical faculties, was unusually strong — domi- 
nating her reason and even her love of life 
itself. He could understand that, the object of 
her great emotion of love gone, her emotions 
would prey more strongly than heretofore upon 
the other parts of her being, weakening mental 
and physical faculties, overruling any mental 
interest that otherwise she might have achieved, 
and killing for the time being the desire to live. 
Possessing no physical or mental interest, and 
her powerful emotional faculties being in agony, 
it was not surprising that she should wish to 
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destroy herself, to end a life holding sorrow 
only. 

Apart from insanity as generally understood, 
this might be the case. When he thought 
that perhaps her brain had been unhinged he 
did not apprehend that she was really mad, but 
only mad as many otherwise sane persons have 
been mad while under the dominion of an 
abnormal impulse. Her next words caused him 
to fear that her agony had overmastered her 
reason more completely. They appeared too 
wildly untrue to be the words of other than a 
mad woman. 

** I will tell you why I am going to die. It*s 
because Tm a murderess. Death is the penalty 
of murder, and I murdered my little Tina! 
Did you know it? It's true, though I didnt 
know it till to-night, when George told me. It 
was I who murdered Tina. Tina — Tina!'* 
She raised her voice as she spoke the last 
sentence, and the repetitions of the dear 
name came out on the damp air in a low 
soft wail. She indicated the lane at the top 
of which they were standing. "I am going 
down here," she said. " It leads to the river, 
just at the end of the esplanade, you know. 
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The bank is low. I can easily throw myself 
in." 

The lane, except for a few yards at the top 
upon which the light of the nearest lamp faintly 
shone, was in black darkness. Originally it 
had been merely a rough track for watering 
cattle, but as the suburbs had stretched towards 
it, and handsome mansions been built in its 
neighbourhood, a raised walk had been con- 
structed in it. NoUath, not knowing how best 
to act in the strange emergency sprung upon 
him, and wishing to gain time to think, sug- 
gested that she would not be able to find her 
way in the thick darkness. She replied that 
she had often walked there with Tina, and knew 
the way too well to lose it even in the dark. 
The lane was not a long one. 

She WcLS in haste to be gone, and she held 
out her wet hand to bid him good-bye. 

" You have been kind to me,** she repeated. 
** Tm glad Tve seen you. I should have been 
sorry to go away without bidding you good- 
bye." 

She made a movement towards the lane, 
from which came the sound of the rustling of 
trees invisible in the darkness, their branches 
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tossed by the powerful breeze. He laid a 
detaining hand upon her, asking her to stop for 
a few minutes' talk. She had been holding her 
head down to protect her eyes from the rain, 
but now she raised it to fix her eyes on him. 
He saw a look in them not unlike that of a 
blind person, unheeding, unseeing ; or a look 
as if the spirit looking from them were half- 
asleep, stupefied, or dying. 

" Very well," she said, and her voice had a 
ring of patience in it, as of one yielding to 
something for which she did not care, — '* I will 
wait a little while." 

** It is cold standing. Let us walk a little 
way'* he said. *'You are my friend, aren't 
you ? and friends who meet so seldom should 
not be in so great a hurry to part." ^ 

A shadow of a smile moved her lips. Her 
mood was quieter now. Her frenzy had steadily 
abated since the forming of her purpose, her 
emotions having passed from an unsettled rush 
of many feelings, into the settled determination 
to destroy herself; and Nollath's presence, 
though hardly realised, had brought a measure 
of its old soothing influence. She consented to 
walk a short distance with him, though only a 
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short distance, she told him, as she must get 
done what she had to do. 

They crossed the lane, Nollath trying to 
devise some scheme for inducing her to abandon 
her purpose. Of course force must be used if 
necessary to save her from herself, but force, 
being dangerous to an ill-balanced mind, must 
only be employed as a last resort. Persuasion, 
guile, quiet and gentle means, were preferable. 
To lead her away from the river, to soothe and 
calm her, and, above all, to dispel the absurd 
idea on which her project of self-murder was 
founded. 

What injudicious words had her husband 
used with regard to Tina ? Nollath experienced 
a feeling of strong dislike for Trevelyan, and he 
was unjust in his thoughts of him, as he always 
was unjust when judging tempers opposite to 
his own. This man, who should have been his 
wife s help and comfort in her sorrow, had, it 
appeared, goaded her to deeper misery, and 
had driven her — not intentionally, doubtless, 
but with a stupidity almost reaching brutality 
— to within a hand*s throw of a fearful crime. 
Nollath did not make allowances for the dis- 
satisfactions and disappointments that Olive's 
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temperament — her nervousness, her exaggerated 
refinement and sensitiveness, her lack of gaiety 
— had brought to her husband in his domestic 
life. These things would not have disturbed 
NoUath himself, and he failed to comprehend 
how they could have disturbed George. He 
judged Trevelyan sternly, severely ; and while 
exonerating Olive from all blame, as a tender 
flower worthy of and requiring most delicate 
treatment, he charged George with consider- 
ably more than his due. 

He would have liked to hear from Olive the 
exact words used by her husband, but did not 
venture to ask, fearing to provoke her excite- 
ment anew by their repetition. He commenced 
to talk to her — gently, and with care lest he 
should re-open her wounds — of Tina. 

She responded with comparative calmness. 
She related, as he asked her to do so, the 
manner of Tina's death, and talked of the 
child's little characteristics, her words and 
ways. Nollath's attention was divided between 
listening to these reminiscences — which, uttered 
in a soft sad voice by this sorely-stricken young 
mother, were intensely pathetic — and consider- 
ing what it was best for him to do. 
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To lead her to talk of Tina was a good move 
so long as it did not excite her. Could he not 
persuade her, entreat her, for the sake of her 
dead child*s memory, to give up her design ? 
Could not his wits hit upon some idea by means 
of which Tina*s small hands might, even in 
death, dissipate from her mother's mind the 
black cloud that had gathered over it ? He 
would tell her that Tina, if she were cognizant 
of the crime contemplated, would grieve over 
it; that, had she been able, her little tongue 
would have pleaded against it. 

Very carefully, very cautiously, he en- 
deavoured to instil this idea into her mind, 
pressing upon her especially the sorrow that 
Tina, could she (as might possibly be) see the 
enactment of the crime, must experience. His 
reasoning was not successful. Her answer was 
short, and given with assurance. 

'* Tina is in heaven. She can*t be troubled 
there." 

Being unable, owing to the vagueness of his 
theology, to argue upon the question of the 
capacity of happy spirits to be troubled by the 
sorrows of dear ones left on earth, — or, indeed, 
to entertain any definite belief as to the exist- 
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ence or non-existence of the heaven of which 
she spoke, — he was nonplussed by her simple 
direct statement. 

"You understand," she said, "that Tm not 
doing this because I'm tired of life. I am sick 
of life — very, very sick, but that isn't why. I 
do it," her voice trembled with a little returning 
excitement, *' because it is right, for the reason 
I have told you of." 

** You did no harm to Tina," he said. " You 
loved her too well. And," a good idea flashing 
into his brain, '*will you wrong her by com- 
mitting an unforgiveable sin ? " 

**An unforgiveable sin?" she repeated 
vaguely, not at once taking in the meaning of 
the words. 

The meaning in its narrowest significance 
dawned upon her clouded brain, but she did 
not grasp the full implication he intended. She 
believed in the ** Christian verities" of heaven 
as the abode of the blest, and of repentance as 
a necessity for obtaining admission to the sacred 
place, and he wished to convey to her the idea 
that the perpetration of this sin would shut 
her out of heaven, and therefore from hope 
of re-union with Tina. Seeing that she did 
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not take in his full meaning, he spoke more 
plainly. 

" Tina in heaven will be hoping to see you 
some day. If you commit suicide, you will 
deprive her and yourself of the joy of future 
re-union. You know that if you commit this 
sin you will never see Tina again." 

** What — what do you say ? " she stammered, 
the new light on her contemplated action, 
taking from her the ground on which she had 
been resting as a steady purpose in the storm 
of her warring feelings. ** I am doing this 
because it is right." 

"It is not right," he said ; and as forcibly 
as his vagueness of belief would allow, he 
brought before her the Christian idea of self- 
murder as an unforgiveable sin. 

He could have argued better from his own 
standpoint — one which he perhaps in its 
essence owed to Christianity — that life was 
given to be used for the welfare of man, 
and that it was sinful to deprive the world 
of what was given for use for its good. His 
belief in heaven being so vague, his reason- 
ing seemed to himself poor, and founded on 
superstition. But superstition is useful some- 
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times where lofty ideals and philosophies would 
fail. 

To have expounded his views upon suicide, 
would have been useless ; they had nothing to 
do with the one idea possessing her — Tina. 
The conception of life as being given to be 
spent for the welfare of man, would have found 
no acceptance with her, her mind, in its stress 
of anguish, being incapable of grasping any high 
doctrine, of grasping anything outside the one 
thought — Tina. Love for others ? What did 
she care for others ? Tina had been, and was, 
her all. Others sad and suffering were nothing. 
Tina had gone, and her mother^s motive for 
living had gone with her. Only by impressing 
her with the idea that it was a sin against 
Tina, could he hope to achieve his aim, and this 
** superstition,*' appealing to Olivers heart when 
an appeal to her head would have been useless, 
might answer the purpose. 

She accepted his words with little question. 
They were but repetitions of precepts preached 
to her all her life in many forms. They had 
been temporarily lost in the storm of agony 
created by George*s thoughtless words. Re- 
vived, they aroused the storm anew. 
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Though she had been seeking death in the 
mad belief that it was as her fit punishment, 
her sickness of life had unconsciously had much 
to do with her decision to end her existence. 
To be brought back from what had seemed a 
solution for all her troubles, back to the burden 
of life, was cruel, and she rebelled against the 
idea even while accepting it. 

** Mr. Nollath," she cried, '* why do you talk 
like this ? Why do you not let me die ? I 
want to die!" She forgot the question at 
issue — that to kill herself would mean eternal 
separation from Tina. ** What have I to live 
for ? I lived for her, my sweet, my precious 
one ! For her I could think, her I could love, 
and for her sake I could try to be happy. 
Her love for me and her need of me were the 
sole motives for my existence. Now I have 
no motive." She was sobbing softly. ** I am 
lonely, useless. No one — wants me. There 
is nothing that I can do. Why should I live ? 
I must die. It is — too hard — to live ! " 

•* For Tina's sake," he urged. '* If you live 
now you will see her some day. If you die 
now you will never see her. Think," for- 
getting her assurance that Tina was beyond 
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the reach of grief, **how sorry she would be. 
For Tina's sake," he pleaded. 

The city boundary had been passed, and 
the imposing villas and large gardens con- 
stituting this end of Harminster had been left 
behind. Half a mile away were the barracks, 
and between them and the city boundary was 
a long stretch of pasture-land, the property 
of the freemen of the city. It was enclosed 
in white palings, outside which was a rough 
grassy footpath, a yard and a hajf wide. 

Following the path, Olive and NoUath found 
the wind's force doubled. It came over the 
grassy expanse in great gusts that had gathered 
strength in their unimpeded passage over the 
plain, and splashed the raindrops upon them. 
The field was wrapped in impenetrable darkness, 
from which came the sound of the wind's roar 
as it tore through trees invisible in the black- 
ness. 

Olive was walking on the side of the path 
nearest the field. She was indifferent to rain 
and wind, absorbed in painful emotion caused 
by Nollath's view of her terrible project. The 
dashing of cold splashes into her face, blurr- 
ing her sight, the drenching of her tossing 
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hair, the rush of the wind against her, were 
unnoticed in the despair that had seized her. 

Heedless of the storm, she stumbled on over 
the sodden ground, her brain full of disordered 
thoughts wild as the battle of wind and rain 
in the blackness of the great field. But the 
rain was bringing refreshment to the land, and 
the wind, though rough, was fresh with the 
sweet country breath which it had caught up 
in the woods and lanes beyond the pasture ; 
while the tempest raging in Olive's mind was 
productive of harm rather than good. 

NoUath took the side of the path most 
exposed to the storm. Her physical plight 
distressed him as well as her mental one. 
This woman, whom he had last seen calm, 
beautiful, in a shining white gown, with jewels, 
and smooth-dressed hair ; whom he had always 
before seen elegant, dainty, surrounded by 
every physical comfort, to be wet to the skin, 
exposed to the icy blast, with bespattered 
cloak and draggled hair ! She would be ill 
to-morrow, surely, from the effects of the 
night's exposure. 

He expostulated with her against remaining 
out longer. She had better let him fetch her 
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a cab and go home. He essayed to leave her 
for this purpose, but she snatched at his arm 
and would not let him go. 

'* You mustn't leave me ! " she cried. ** I 
couldn't answer for myself, what I should do 
if you left me. I should go mad. My head 
aches with the weight of it." 

The temptation to disregard Nollath's reason- 
ing — the temptation to disregard everything 
but her desire to quiet her restless misery in 
death, was strong within her, demanding a 
great effort of self-control and reflection to 
prevent her giving way to it. The conflict 
between the temptation which saw only the 
present, and the reflection which saw the 
future, distracted her, swaying her betwixt 
them, now to the one, now to the other, and 
giving her no decided purpose, but only a 
miserable longing for what she now feared to 
do. She rejected his suggestion to return 
home, shortly, but with determination. 

*' I can't go home yet. Perhaps I shall 
never go. I don't know what I am going to 
do. I have not decided. I am too mad to 
think. It's hard when one's life is useless, when 
one wants to die, that to hasten death should 
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be wicked. Lay your hand on my forehead, 
Mr. NoUath ; I know that that will calm me.' 

She stopped, and pushed her hat back. He 
laid his hand diffidently upon her brow, obey- 
ing her, though seeing no reason for his action. 

Her forehead was hot, despite the wind and 
rain's cold blast. His touch had the effect she 
had predicted, quieting her. The stormy pas- 
sion went from her, but in its place came — not 
the calm of reflection, but the quiet of semi- 
stupefaction. She was only fully awake when 
the storm raged within her. Let it abate, and 
she was half-torpid, semi-insensible. 

** That is better. I am less mad now," she 
said. ** It's a rest to be less mad." He 
removed his hand, but she caught it in hers. 
*' You must not take your hand away, or the 
madness will return," she said reproachfully. 

** No, no," he said, soothingly, as to a child 
'' It has gone, and will not return." 

"It will not return while I hold your hand, 

while you are with me. Afterwards '* she 

shuddered, and moved nearer to him, clasping 
her hands over one of his arms. 

** Afterwards you'll be calm and quiet, too," 
he said. **You will go home." 

VOL. III. 4 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



50 THE SPIRIT OF LOVE. 

She snatched her hands away with an angry 
gesture. 

'' I will not go home, Mr. NoIIath ! " she 
said. " Do you want to drive me to what 
you have just saved me from ? There's a devil 
at home, who would tempt me to kill myself 
whether I would or no. If you drove me 
home, it would be so. I should kill myself." 

He had provoked the spirit of wild misery, 
and it had leapt back to her eyes and shaken 
her tones. He hastened to assure her that she 
should not go home unless she wished it. He 
would not persuade her to do other than as she 
willed. 

He spoke to her soothingly, tenderly, and 
she responded to his tenderness in a way he 
had not anticipated. She came nearer to him, 
and, with a quiet assurance that was clear 
index of the torpidity of her mind, laid her wet 
head against his breast. 

They were standing on the grassy footpath 
when she thus approached him. On the 
opposite side of the way was a broad, smooth 
walk lit by a row of gas-lamps. There were no 
lamps on their side of the road, near the field, 
and the light from those opposite reached it 
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only faintly. There were few people likely to 
be abroad to-night, and those few were not 
likely to choose the soddened path beside the 
white palings, instead of the smooth gravelled 
walk ; but Nollath was apprehensive that some- 
one might observe Olive in her strange attitude. 

He dared not remonstrate with her, fearing 
to excite her afresh, but he kept watch as he 
stood, determined that if he sighted anyone he 
would gently push her head aside. At the 
time she felt no shame in standing there with 
her head resting against him, but when her 
mind recovered its powers she would be 
ashamed, and especially so — let alone the 
scandalous talk which would ensue — did any 
other person observe her. 

She spoke to him softly, her low, sweet 
voice just audible amidst the wind's roar in the 
invisible tree. 

** I come to you, Mr. Nollath, as Tina used 
to come to me when she was in trouble. She 
used to lay her head so, and I used to comfort 
her. I never failed to give her comfort. I 
used to wonder, sometimes, why it was that 
she just leaning her head against me, and I 
just smoothing her cheek and telling her I 
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loved her, should so quickly soothe her. But 
now I understand." 

He did not after that think of pushing her 
head aside. He could not, had there been no 
frenzy to fear, have displaced her storm-tossed 
head from the resting-place where, according to 
what she said, she had found comfort. Had 
he acted in obedience to his strongest impulse, 
he would have soothed her as she said that she 
had soothed Tina, smoothed the tossed hair, 
kissed the wet cheek, and told her that he loved 
her. 

The statement would have been true. The 
friendship which, during the few months in 
which he had frequently met her, he had 
formed for her, had, in this extremity, broadened 
into love. It was not a passionate love ; there 
was more of pity and sympathy than passion 
in it; but it was love with its longings for 
its object's happiness, its grief for her grief. 

He was a man to set a high value on refine- 
ment. Gaiety, wit, brilliancy, did not attract 
him as did the sensitive delicacy of feeling, the 
refined instincts which Olive in her right mind 
possessed. Her weakness, the exaggeration 
of the qualities he admired, did not excite his 
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contempt. She was weak, he acknowledged — 
weak of body, weak of will ; but it was a weak- 
ness largely due to circumstances, it was not 
largely inherent in her. 

A strong man confined between prison walls 
and half-starved would lose his strength, and 
Olive, all her life, had been cramped and 
weakened by the fetters of her education and 
circumstances. Had the gods smiled on her, 
giving her incentives to health and happiness, 
she w^ould not have been the weak and morbid 
woman that she was. His admiration united 
with his pity to create love. They were 
sympathetique, as the French expressively 
phrase it, and misfortune is a more powerful 
magnet than good fortune to draw sympathetic 
tempers together. 

He did not act in response to his impulse, 
though he looked down upon the white wet 
cheek, dimly visible by the faint light from 
across the Voad, with a wish to shelter it with 
his hands from the cold blast. 

A great rush of wind howled from the black- 
ness beside them, tearing at Olive's hat and 
cloak, and almost throwing her from the foot- 
path. He placed his hand on her arm to steady 
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her. She looked up and smiled. On her thin 
face, bearing traces of the mental conflict and 
months of grief that she had known, the smile 
seemed out of place, a pale wanderer from a 
sunnier brow and redder lip. 

As if finding a grateful rest she remained, 
her wet cheek laid against his wet coat. He 
was pleased to observe her comparative calm, 
but he did not forget the strangeness of her 
attitude. Had there been more passion in his 
love his regard for appearances would have 
been lost in the kisses he would have showered 
upon her sad lips, in fond words and endear- 
ments, in the clasp of his arms about her ; and 
had there been more passion in her feelings for 
him she would have felt the lack of these 
expressions of love. 

She did not feel the lack, had no conception 
in her mind of fervid demonstrations of affec- 
tion, did not ask herself whether or no he loved 
her. It was a mental rest to lean her tired 
thought-racked head against him, with the 
consciousness that he was her friend and sym- 
pathiser, and a sense of restfulness was her 
dominant feeling. 

Still there was a lack of something, and she 
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became conscious of it after a while. It was 
a pleasant refuge from the mental storm, this 
that she had found, but it was not, after all, 
exactly what she had been to Tina in her 
small troubles. Being, in her entire absorption 
in the war of her own emotions, absolutely 
apart from conventionality, from thought of 
what Nollath or any other might think of her, 
from consideration of anything beyond the 
want of the moment, she did not hesitate to 
give expression to her feeling of want exactly 
as it appealed to her. 

" When Tina came to me * — her tone was 
discontented — ** I used to speak to her, and 
comfort her so. I used to kiss her very gently, 
and say kind words to her." 

A lock of her hair — damp, cold, soft — was 
blown into his face and fell against his neck. 
Another fierce gust tore across the wide dark 
field, blowing the hair back to her shoulder. 
She raised her head, and steadied herself by 
clasping her hands on his arm. She did not 
remove them when the wind subsided. She 
clasped them more tightly, and to his confusion 
turned a pair of shining eyes, the lashes 
sparkling with wet as with dewdrops, up to 
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him, with the murmur — soft, but audible to 
him — **Dear Rupert, you are so kind to me 
that I love you." 

Her eyes met his surprised and confused 
gaze, with the frank innocence of a child. She 
might have been a little maid of seven summers 
making her unabashed avowals. Her tired, 
dazed brain only comprehended the fact that 
she was very wretched and very tired, and that 
he was the one person able to give her the 
smallest relief. 

The rest of death was denied her. ' She, the 
mother of a child in heaven, must not commit 
the sin of self-murder. Let her despair ! Let 
her suffer ! She must not seek ease by cutting 
herself off from her child for ever. Let her 
then take the comparative restfulness obtainable 
in NoUath's vigorous, but to her, apparently 
gentle, personality. 

He was sorely perplexed as to what step 
to take in his dilemma. He disliked to see 
her exposed to the night's inclemency, yet did 
not know where to take her for shelter. To 
inveigle or force her home might, in her state 
of mind, induce madness — real madness, not as 
at present a madness of, so to speak, but half 
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her mind ; might be the last stroke to unhinge 
her weakened brain. 

Her mind, it seemed to him, was in a state 
in which whether she went mad or became 
mentally healthy depended upon the treatment 
she received ; in a condition in which her brain 
might be brought back to its normal strength 
if treated delicately, but which, if harshly used, 
might be goaded into a frenzy to leave her 
thoroughly, hopelessly mad. 

The best thing to have done would have 
been to take her — if she could have been 
persuaded to go — to the house of some relative 
or friend who would have ministered to her 
** mind diseased " ; but she had told him that 
she had no relatives in Harminster, and he 
did not know of any friends of hers, with the 
exception of Lady Muriel. There were cir- 
cumstances which in NoUath's opinion pro- 
hibited the Deanery from being the best 
house to which to take her — notably the fact 
that Dr. Fitzame would surely disapprove of 
Olive's remaining away from her husband's 
roof, and also the fact that, righdy or wrongly, 
NoUath did not give the Dean credit for the 
delicacy and consideration necessary for Olive's 
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restoration to mental health. Could he appeal 
to the goodness of his own friends ? He had 
no friends in Harminster to whom he could 
appeal. 

'* You are so kind ! " she repeated, with a 
gratitude that approached adoration. 

In her ordinary condition of mind she was not 
given to exaggerated admiration. Pessimism 
and excessive refinement made her critical, an 
unconscious cynic, holding no man worthy of 
the adoration of his fellows. But she had no 
capacity for criticism to-night. 

He had friends in London. Would it be 
permissible to take her to one of these ? 

There was Lady Genby, a woman of excep- 
tional goodness of heart, who would not, were 
the circumstances explained to her, deny her 
protection and care to the grief-stricken woman 
for whom he should ask it. But was she quite 
gentle enough for the emergency ? Might she 
not unintentionally wound some quivering 
fibre of Olive's heart, and bring about the 
catastrophe he dreaded ? To be on the border- 
land of madness, where one push would suffice 
to send the excited brain over the brink, was 
a critical position, and on the man into whose 
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hands fate had placed the guidance of the mind 
so situated, was placed a heavy responsibility. 
He did not think that he could quite trust her 
with Lady Genby. Perhaps he was unneces- 
sarily fearful, but the case was so critical. 

There was Mrs. Wode ; she would have been 
a more suitable person for the undertaking, but 
her husband was seriously ill, and under the 
circumstances to ask her would have been 
impossible. There was Lady Bernley — no, 
she was abroad. Ah, best of all was Miss 
Thurston. 

Miss Thurston was not only kind, but deli- 
cate of perception and considerate. And there 
were other advantages in her case. She lived 
alone, and Olive would not be fretted by any 
jarring companionship. She would not con- 
sider Olive's visit an intrusion ; she would 
welcome the bereaved young mother. She 
was one of the new order of spinsters, who use 
their exemption from matrimonial obligations, 
not for gossip and mopings, but for the benefit 
of the waifs and strays of humanity needing 
them ; and she would gladly give her assistance, 
her time, her tact, her sympathy. 

To her Olive might turn without apprehen- 
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sion, without expectation of receiving anything 
but the most gentle treatment. Also she was 
not quite a stranger to Olive, having been a 
friend of Mrs. Fortescue's. Her friendship for 
Mrs. Fortescue might be a tie to draw Olive 
to her. Obviously she was the person best 
fitted for the case, but 

It was equally obvious that there were 
objections to her going to Miss Thurston's, 
objections which conventionality created. The 
flight of Olive from her husband's house, the 
hasty midnight journey to London with him, 
Nollath — the censorious world, especially the 
little world of Harminster, did it become 
acquainted with these things would regard 
them as exceedingly reprehensible. It would 
be better, much better, for Olive to remain 
in Harminster, not — for her mind's sake — to 
return to the house of sad memories, the men- 
tion of which excited her to frenzy, or to the 
care of her thoughtless husband, but to find 
some other refuge. 

He asked her if she had not some friend 
to whom she could go, instead of to her home. 
She must not remain out in the storm. They 
must be practical, and look at things practically. 
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She was drenched, she must seek shelter, 
warmth, or she would be ill. 

She replied quietly that she had no friends 
in Harminster to whom she could go. 

"Muriel?" he suggested. 

** No, I could not go there.'' 

She did not wish for shelter. Her physical 
needs were nullified by the more exacting 
mental ones. She gave no thought as to 
where she should go, what she should do ; no 
thought beyond the moment with its com- 
parative restfulness. 

** You can't stay here. You must go some- 
where,*' he said. 

" Yes," she replied, agreeing to the obvious, 
but to her practically unrecognised, fact. 

" I will get a cab and take you to the 
Deanery," he said, making a movement to leave 
her. She stopped him by a sudden determined 
clasp on his hand, and a sudden gleam almost 
of anger in her eyes. 

** Why will you trouble me so ?'' she asked. 
** I am at rest almost, but you wake me out of 
my rest, and try to force me back into my 
troubles. Ah, I should never have treated 
Tina so ! " 
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** But, my dear Mrs. Trevelyan/' he pro- 
tested, *' you can't stop here." 

She made no reply, only her detaining grip 
did not relax. He gently tried to free himself. 
The opposition to her will banished her calm 
stupefaction, and aroused her excitability. She 
withdrew her hands and faced him, the easily 
excited frenzy alight in her eyes and quivering 
on her brows, and her lips opened for the 
utterance of passionate remonstrance. 

"Why are you so cruel to me?" she cried, 
"you who call yourself my friend. Why will 
you provoke the devil in me? There is a 
devil who would like to make me kill myself. 
It would like to force me to kill myself, and 
so never see Tina again. It would like to see 
me separated for ever from my child-angel, 
my little, sinless, dear one. You have saved me 
from it once ; you, and only you, can save me 
again. Why then do you try to drive me 
away ?'* 

She was as frenzied as when he had first seen 
her that night, with the light of what bordered 
on insanity glittering in her eyes ; she was a 
woman to reason with whom were absurd. To 
endeavour to lead her to follow reason was to 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE SPIRIT OF LOVE. 63 

inflame her passion of grief and despair, and to 
further distract her already distracted brain. 

*' If I went home," she cried, "the devil 
would come to me. He would come in Tina's 
portrait, and look at me through her eyes. 
He would be in everything she had touched, 
and he would make me — you understand.^ — 
he would make me kill myself. I couldn't help 
myself." 

**You shall not go home then," he said, 
soothingly, ''nor to the Deanery either. But 
listen. You remember Mrs. Fortescue's friend. 
Miss Thurston ? You might go there for a time. 
She would be glad to see you. She has often 
asked you to go. And you would be happy 
there " 

She interrupted him, with a wild burst of 
mingled reproaches and refusals and reitera- 
tions of her fears for herself. She would not 
go to Miss Thurston's. She could find no 
rest there. The devil would tempt her 
there. His further pressing of her to go to 
Miss Thurston's brought on a storm of frenzy, 
fierce, yet imploring, that alarmed him by its 
close, close likeness to madness. 

*' Don't send me away." The words, 
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freighted with agonised pleading, wailed from 
her feverish lips. " Don't leave me. If you 
knew what a safeguard your presence is to me, 
how away from you I am nothing but misery, 
misery only!*' She clenched her hands and 
threw them about her, as if she were suffering 
physical as well as mental pain. **Take me 
away somewhere, where I shall not in despair 
kill myself, but where I can wait for death, 
where I may not in despair end my misery too 
soon." She stretched out her hands to him 
appealingly. *' Help me, Mr. NoUath, as you 
have helped me before, as you alone can help 
me." 
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The rain had ceased, but the wind had not 
fallen. It still rioted over the wide field and 
blustered along the road, bowing the smaller 
tree-branches and tossing off sere leaves from 
the larger ones. It quickly dried the topmost 
of the fallen leaves lying thickly along the 
path, and blew them, rusriing and flaunting, 
over the sparse grass. The sky grew lighter 
in places, showing where lower clouds were 
driven swiftly along, dark with the rain which 
the wind prevented from falling. Here and 
there was the feeble glimmer of a pale star 
struggling to reveal itself through intervening 
vapour, but the moon, though full, remained 
hidden by masses of cloud too thick to allow 
her to be even faintly visible. 

Nollath made no response to Olive's wild 
appeal. He was trying to consider the question 
before him, endeavouring to reason out some 
plan of action. 
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Had it not been for the uncharitable verdict 
which the world is ready to pass upon those 
who sin against its ideas of propriety, he would 
have readily thought of some place of refuge 
for her, in which rest and pleasant influences 
might have combined to restore her mental 
health, and in which, seeing that she so greatly 
wished it, his friendship and care might have 
been given her. But he feared the tongue of 
scandal. His action, he knew, would be mis- 
judged, and she would be exposed to the 
burning breath of evil report. 

He knew of a tiny cottage outside a quaint 
fishing village on the west coast, inhabited by 
a woman who many years ago had been his 
mother's maid. In the summer months, when 
she could obtain ** visitors,** she let the front 
rooms of her cottage, her lodgers being persons 
in search of sea-breezes and fresh air combined 
with quiet and pretty scenery. Nollath could 
have had the rooms for Olive — they would be 
empty at this time of year — and himself have 
gone to the market-town, a few miles away, 
visiting her frequently, doing his best to cheer 
her, and for the rest trusting to Mrs. Metcalf s 
care, the fresh breezes, and the quiet to win her 
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back to impregnable sanity. But the worlds 
opinion barred the way to the carrying out of 
this plan, and he set it aside as impracticable. 

Her strong fancy for his presence, and her 
dislike to that of others, was another bar to 
the easy adoption of a method of procedure. 
Rest, care given by others, the services of 
a specialist for nervous disorders, would have 
been easily obtained ; but her craving for his 
presence, and her refusal to go to any friend's 
house, were hindrances to these things. 

She had the idea fixed in her mind that he 
in some way stood to her as a protector from 
the devil ever ready to tempt her, that he 
alone could protect her, and that to lose his 
care was to be driven to suicide. That others 
beside himself could and would give her sym- 
pathy and kindness, was an idea which her 
brain in its state of chaos could not take in. 

He was a friend whose influence over her in 
the past had been better than that of any other 
friend with the exception of Mrs. Fortescue, 
and to him she turned, clinging to his presence 
as the drowning man clings to his last chance 
of safety, and clinging as desperately, as tena 
ciously as he. 
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Could he not coax her into a different frame 
of mind, bring to her some glimmer of reason ? 
Could he not convince her of the impossibility 
of his taking her to some haven, of the necessity 
for her consenting to go somewhere without 
him ? 

He looked at her, where, chilled by his 
coldness, which to her appeared as indifference, 
she had withdrawn herself. She was leaning 
against the white palings, clasping the top rail. 
Her profile was visible to him, as, sad, tired, 
yet burning with a fever that took from her 
all self-control, she stared drearily into the 
darkness flooding the great expanse. 

As he looked, feelings hitherto unknown 
came to him, feelings which went far to change 
his attitude towards her in the matter. 

Pity, stronger and deeper than it had ever 
been, engaged his heart, and was accompanied 
by new considerations born of his egoism. He 
had hitherto taken it for granted that there 
were other persons as capable as he of healing 
her disordered mind ; that to others she might 
be led to give the confidence necessary for her 
safe guidance back to reason. The question 
he now asked himself was whether he had 
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been right in his conclusion ; whether he and 
he only might not be the person fitted for the 
task. 

Doubtless there were others in the world 
as well fitted as he, but were they within 
reach ? If those within reach were not as 
capable as he, he was hazarding her reason 
because of conventionalities that he had always 
affected to despise. 

His protective instincts fretted sorely against 
the bands reason and conventionality laid upon 
them. He would have liked to have acted 
as his heart dictated, to have taken her away 
to the little sea-side village and devoted him- 
self entirely to the work of strengthening her 
mind, to have acted as though he had been her 
brother instead of only her friend. Poor girl ! 
Her sorrows made her a tragic figure as she 
stood in her drenched garments, staring hope- 
lessly into the black darkness ; and they appealed 
to his inmost soul. They arose in their wan 
sadness, with specious arguments telling him 
that it was cruel to reject her plea, that his 
truest kindness was to disregard appearances, 
and, confident of his and her own rectitude, act 
as his heart impelled him. 
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It could not be. Reason spoke and over- 
mastered feeling. If he undertook the task 
and succeeded, there would still be evil to 
follow. The tongue of scandal would riddle 
her restored mind and wound her sensitive 
spirit. She would lose home and social stand- 
ing. Few women could bear the loss of these 
things without suffering regret and pain ; and 
of these few he did not think that delicate, 
sensitive Olive was one. 

Supposing that he guilefully coaxed her to 
some friends house, to which she now refused 
to go? He was afraid that his deceit, when 
discovered, would so revolt her, so grieve her, 
as to be the means of hurrying her over the 
precipice from which it was meant to save her. 

He went nearer to her, and she turned 
towards him. The misery written on her 
features hurt him. Her head drooped in 
dejection, in despair. 

He commenced to point out to her the 
impracticability of his remaining with her, the 
desirability of her going to Miss Thurston's. 
His arguments were useless except as a goad 
to her frenzy. They brought forth a terrible 
storm of cries and tears and protests, of despair- 
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ing moans and wild words that alarmed him. 
She bent her head over the palings and uttered 
a scream, not loud or piercing, but terrible in 
its ring of hopeless misery. 

It was useless to argue with her, to appeal 
to her common sense. She would neither 
adopt his suggestion nor help him to form 
another. Her mind was bent upon his taking 
her away from the scene and the friends of 
her old life. It was the mention of Miss 
Thurston's name that had provoked the scream. 
She would not go there. She was filled with 
a mingled hatred and dread of all her acquaint- 
ances but him. 

She craved but one thing — to be taken away 
apart from the world, to complete the natural 
term of her life unintimidated by promptings to 
self-murder. Pity, or kindness, or care from 
other than him would be inciters to madness ; 
would, however delicately given, fret her into 
desperation. She could not bear the touch of 
any hand but his on her lacerated heart, and 
the fancy and the repugnance were both deeply 
rooted in her mind. 

In vain he told her that she would only 
meet with kindness and tenderness from those 
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friends to whom he could take her. She 
stamped her foot on the soft earth, and 
moaned that in talking to her thus he was 
driving swords into her brain. 

** For your own sake," he pleaded, " I can't 
take you away from your friends. Think how 
we should be judged by society.*' 

*' Society ! " she cried. " What does society 
matter? What has society been to me that 
I should care to lose it ? What can it give 
me now ? All I want is to be saved from 
the devil of self-murder, anjd society would 
drive me to him, not save me from him." 

There was truth in her words, wild though 
they were. The good or ill will of society 
was of small account to her in her present state 
of feeling, and, as she said, society had never 
been of much value to her. It might be, that, 
notwithstanding her sensitiveness, its reproach 
might entail less hardship on her than on most 
women. 

Society had no power over the storm of 
emotion raging within her, and therefore was 
nothing to her in this supreme crisis ; while 
he might win back her mental health. He 
was as confident of his power to achieve this 
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result as he was of society's powerlessness to 
have any but an ill effect upon her. Why 
then should he regard the possible verdict of 
society ? Why should he respect the judgment 
of a section of people of so little use to her ? 
Why should he risk the sanity of a delicate 
brain by struggling to preserve appearances ? 

Had he been a Christian, a devout believer 
in the Bible, he might have had other authority 
than his reason to guide him. He might have 
seen the injunction ** Abstain from the appear- 
ance of evil " as a preventative to his yielding 
to her wish ; he might have seen a lack of duty 
to her husband in the course she contemplated, 
and have therefore conscientiously steeled him- 
self against yielding to her wish ; he might 
have counselled her — vainly, doubtless — to 
patience, endurance. But her duty to George 
had no place in his mind. The question was 
only whether, if he did her bidding, she might 
not live to regret his doing so, might not, 
subjected to social ostracism, deplore his yield- 
ing to her passionate impulses. 

He had no sense of duty — either to himself 
or to any one — to guide him. His one desire 
was to secure the peace of mind of the woman 
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before him. He could not bear the sight of 
her suffering ; he could not patiently endure 
the thought that her life — her beautiful life — 
should be sad and empty ; above all, he could 
not endure the dread that she might end the 
life he so greatly desired to see happy, in 
madness — ^gibbering, fierce madness, or the 
vacancy of milder lunacy. 

** Take me away ! " she pleaded. ** Take me 
somewhere away from everyone, where I can 
be at peace. Do you think I could be at 
peace at Miss Thurston's ? I tell you she is 
hateful to me. Every one is hateful to me 
but you — and you," reproachfully, " you are 
cruel, so cruel ! I hate the sound of people's 
voices. They hurt me here," clasping her 
head. ** Yet you wish to bring them to me. 
I hate the sight of people. I'm fretted and 
goaded and wearied by them, and the demon 
looks at me and tempts me from the eyes of 
all but you." 

Perplexed and distressed, NoUath watched 
the blaze of emotion distorting her face into as 
different an image of the real Olive as it was 
possible to conceive. The pride, the gentle- 
ness, the refinement, seemed all to have dis- 
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appeared in the agony of her spirit. Her 
insistence for the accomplishment of her will 
bordered on roughness. She was impatient 
of opposition, obstinately clinging to her one 
idea that without his care she would be driven 
to kill herself. She was incapable, apparently, 
of seeing or feeling anything beyond her great 
pain. 

"I can't bear it any longer, Mr. NoUath!*' 
she cried. '* If you fail me, I shall — not live. 
I could not. Perhaps," dejectedly bowing her 
head over the rails, "it would be better. If 
I never see Tina, it is only my own suffering. 
She won't suffer — happy in heaven. Yes, 
that's it," turning her tired eyes upon him, '* I 
will die. I will not mind." 

He hastened to combat her new resolution, 
in horror lest it might become her leading idea. 
It alarmed him more than her previous an- 
nouncement of suicidal intention had done, as 
it suggested a deeper hopelessness. Remem- 
bering how his touch had soothed her when he 
had laid his hand on her brow, he took her 
hands in his and gently smoothed them, while 
he assured her that he would not fail her, that 
he would do his utmost to help her. Yielding 
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to his fear of her new resolve, he said more than 
he at the time of saying it meant to fulfil, 
telling her that he would remain with her to 
help her. 

Her hopeless resignation was not profound. 
The old longing for a meeting with her dead 
child was deeply implanted in her mind, and 
she eagerly repudiated her more recent purpose. 

*' Ah, that is kind ! " she cried. *' I can believe 
that you are my friend, that you will help me, 
when you talk like that. Why shouldn't you 
help me, you who like to help people who 
suffer ? Why should I, who suffer, be put out 
of reach of your kindness ? What does it 
matter what people say ? They are all horrible, 
cruel, hard.** She looked up at him with heavy 
but less mindless eyes. " I am not exaggerating 
when I say that no one in the world needs you 
more than I. An immortal soul is at stake, a 
soul so weak and miserable that if you abandon 
it it must fall into terrible sin. No one but you 
can help it. I don't know why, but it is so." 

" There are other people " he began. 

'* There are not ! '* she broke in, sharply. 
'*A11 others would drive me mad." 

She jerked her hands from his grasp in wild 
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apprehension that he was about to recall his 
promises to help her. The idea distressed her 
so keenly as to take from her all sense of self- 
respect, and with a bitter cry she flung herself 
at his feet — entreating, expostulating, sobbing, 
as she grovelled before him. 

" You mustn't draw back from your promise. 
You must not ! I told a lie when I said I didn't 
mind if I never saw Tina again. I want to see 
her ! I don't want to be for ever separated from 
her. You can prevent us being eternally 
divided. Will you refuse to help us — we who 
loved each other so ? No," as he tried to raise 
her, *' I will not rise until you have promised." 

He was alive to the degradation of her 
attitude, prone at his feet. He experienced a 
feeling of degradation on her behalf It was 
not in the fitness of things that this erstwhile 
proud and dainty woman should be sobbing in 
frenzy on a muddy footpath, lying, like the 
foolish heroine of a melodrama, at his feet. The 
loose lock of her hair that had lain against his 
cheek was blown across his muddy boots. It 
was a small thing, the blowing of a dripping 
black tress across a man's boots, but it was 
a very disagreeable one to him. 
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He took her hands, asking her to rise, and 
telling her that he would consider what to do. 
She allowed him to raise her, and stood with 
thick patches of mud on her cloak and with 
her wild white face dumbly pleading with him 
to help her. 

He turned his head aside. He could not 
force himself to think calmly with her eyes 
meeting his. The agonised entreaty in them 
routed thought and roused feeling. Feeling, 
keenly alive in his strong pity, in his hatred of 
her degradation, in his wish to calm and soothe 
her, was one-sided, unreliable ; and he wished 
to see clearly what was best for her now and 
in the future. 

Believing that he had cleared his mind from 
the yielding impulses of his feelings, he ran over 
his reasons for and against the different courses 
open to him. When he came to his decision 
he honestly thought that his reason alone had 
framed it, that his feelings had not influenced 
him ; but whether he was right in his belief 
might be open to question. His decision 
was to take her to Mrs. Metcalf s little seaside 
cottage. 

He arrived at his decision diffidently, appre- 
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hensively, slowly. As Olive waited in suspense 
her excitement rose high, and she beat her 
hands against the paling, bruising them but 
feeling no pain. 

Seeing that he had made up his mind, before 
he could open his lips she flung herself on her 
knees before him, crying and entreating that it 
should be as she willed. She was hysterical. 
Large tears rolled down her cheeks, and sobs 
broke from her, while her mouth laughed mirth- 
lessly. Opposition was driving her mad, and 
NoUath was relieved to be able to tell her that 
it should be as she wished. His assurance 
calmed her. Her sobs and laughter ceased, and 
she rose to her feet. 

** There's a woman — she was a servant of my 
mother's — you would not object to her, I think. 
She lives in a little village called Sorsby. Will 
you go there? It's very quiet. I think you 
would like it." 

" Yes, yes, I will go. It will be restful — away 
from everybody. If you knew, Mr. Nollath, 
how the sight of people frets me — I mean 
acquaintances, not servants or poor people, they 
are nicer, kinder. Thank you, thank you, thank 
you!" 
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Seeing that she was now a little more rational, 
he made a last effort to discover if she were 
really conscious of the seriousness of the step 
she contemplated. Persevering against inter- 
ruptions, he drew a vivid picture of her future 
life if society and her husband chose — as it was 
natural they should — to misjudge her. She 
reiterated her indifference to the good or ill will 
of society, her fear of her husband's influence, 
her hatred of her home and its sad memories, 
her desire for only one thing — to be helped to 
resist her morbid inclinations to suicide. This 
and this only was her wish. All the rest — 
friends, and home, and social standing — were 
nothing. 

" Very well," he said, doubtful of the wisdom 
of the plan in some of its aspects, but seeing 
no other before him. *' It shall be as you wish." 

"You needn't be afraid," she said, quietly 
enough, *' that I shall regret what I am going 
to do. Why should I ? I am not sinning even 
against George ; he doesn't want me. There 
will be no scandal unless he makes one. It 
may be strange, but he won't think very badly 
of me. He'll think I'm silly and weak as 
always, but not wicked. He knows that I 
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want to see Tina, and that she has gone where 
those who sin can't come." She took his hands 
in hers and smiled at him. ** Tm very grateful 
to you," she said. 

Was it a good omen that as she spoke the 
cloud, which had been gradually dissipating, 
should move from the moon, revealing her pale 
disc shining white against its background of 
dark blue ? Or, seeing that the moon is held 
as a symbol of mental weakness and morbid 
dreams, of flighty conceptions and vague imagi- 
naries, was it a bad omen, prognosticating 
the failures and difficulties which in this evil 
world await all visionaries ? 



VOL. III. 6 
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CHAPTER VI. 

FuzzBY having conceived the idea of entirely 
refurnishing the Hall, Marian, for the latter 
half of October, while a guest at her future 
mother-in-law's London residence, was busily 
engaged visiting the showrooms of the great 
upholstering firms of the city. The novel 
occupation of choosing decorations for her 
new home was delightful to her ; and Fuzzby, 
delighted with her delight, was disposed to be 
very generous, and to gratify her wishes on 
a lavish scale. 

Marian's ideas as to house decoration were 
generally in good taste, but Fuzzby was rather 
inclined to garishness, his mother and betrothed, 
with the aid of the shopmen, being compelled 
to regulate his ideas. Fuzzby exhibited his 
usual good-nature in the matter, giving way 
to Marian, however much her views clashed 

with his own ; but this did not prevent him 

82 
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entertaining the conviction that his own notions 
were infinitely more artistic and correct than 
hers. 

After Marian's return home Mrs. and Miss 
Fitzame spent a few days at the Deanery, 
Mrs. Fitzame beneath her apparent frigidness 
possessed a fund of affection for those who 
attracted her, and Marian was a prime favourite 
with her. The old lady's interest in all the 
details of the forthcoming wedding was an 
absorbing one, and she grew loquacious some- 
times while discussing them and recalling 
reminiscences of her own happy union. Miss 
Fitzame, never having figured as a bride, and 
never in the course of her careless, happy-go- 
lucky life having cherished any tender sentiment, 
was not so much engrossed in the matrimonial 
items, spending most of her time with her little 
nephews, who found their big sister rather 
neglectful of them just now. With the intention 
of making up to them for Marian's defection, 
she made herself a willing slave to them, 
romping, petting, telling stories from morning 
to night. Loud and long were their expres- 
sions of regret when she left the Deanery. 

Marian drove with her father to the station 
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to see her grandmother and aunt off, and on 
her return found Fuzzby awaiting her in the 
drawing-room. As regarded devotion, Fuzzby 
was an ideal lover and would be an ideal 
husband ; as concerned his good temper and 
his generosity he was the same ; and a very 
fair prospect of married happiness stretched 
before the young couple. 

He greeted her with his unfailing cheeriness. 
One of the points they had in common was 
their gladsomeness, their youthful insouciance. 

Tea and cakes were brought in, and Lady 
Muriel joined the affianced pair. One or two 
callers dropped in, and chat and tea and seed- 
buns were the order of the hour. 

Willy, appealing at the door for admittance, 
was granted an entrance, and found rapture in 
the caresses of a small child who had accom- 
panied her mother, and who was much taken 
with the whiteness of Willy's breast and legs. 
She had never before, she said, seen a cat with a 
white vest and stockings, and when her mother 
rose to go she was loath to part with the 
pretty if selfish and deceitful object of her 
attentions. 

The Dean accompanied the child's mother 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE SPIRIT OF LOVE. 85 

to the door. He did not return to the draw- 
ing-room ; being informed by Bull that Mr. 
George Trevelyan was in the library, and 
exceedingly anxious to see him. 

His interview with Trevelyan was a long 
one. The last caller had left, Marian and 
Fuzzby had gone out for a stroll in the grounds, 
Lady Muriel had retired to her morning-room 
for a rest on her couch, which her tried little 
frame often needed, and six o'clock had been 
struck from the Cathedral tower before George 
left the Deanery. After his departure the 
Dean went slowly up to the morning-room, 
looking grave and stern. 

He paused at the door to call a less serious 
expression to his face, being afraid of startling 
Muriel by his gravity. His will enabled him 
to succeed in some measure in his effort, and 
Lady Muriel upon first seeing him observed 
nothing more in his aspect than was there at 
such times as his thoughts were bent upon 
Gilbert. 

He placed one of the blue-seated chairs 
beside the couch, and seated himself with one 
arm laid affectionately across the top of the 
small head resting on the blue cushions, his 
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sleeve lightly touching the silky hair. Lady 
Muriel looked very fragile, her pallor seeming 
accentuated by the blue stuff of the couch, but 
she smiled her sweet smile, and taking one of 
her husband's hands clasped it between hers. 

The news which he had to deliver — the news 
of NoUath's departure with Olive, which two 
days after they had gone had reached Tre- 
velyan's ears, and which he had now seen . fit 
to communicate to the Dean — was news he 
would much rather have kept from her. His 
motive for telling her was that if he did not tell 
her she would most probably hear it from 
another source, with more abruptness and less 
gently than he could tell it. 

NoUath's non-return to the Deanery had not 
alarmed anyone, he having telegraphed from 
London later to say that he had been called 
away. They had been a little curious as to 
his sudden departure, but he had many vagaries, 
and they had concluded that something in con- 
nection with one of these *' crazes" had drawn 
him thus suddenly back to London. They had 
also known of Olive s departure from home, 
but Trevelyan, though puzzled and anxious, 
had thought best to give out that his wife had 
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gone abroad for her health. He had not had 
the faintest notion what to think of her absence, 
or the faintest idea of where she had gone, 
until rumour had brought its suggestion to his 
ears. The report had come to him from a 
fellow-clubbist, who had heard it from his 
servant, a relative of whom had travelled in 
the train in which Olive and Nollath had gone 
to London en route for Sorsby. 

The Dean did not communicate his ill news 
at once. He talked of other things, trying to 
speak cheerfully. He had observed, as he had 
opened the door, that Muriel was looking low- 
spirited, an unusual thing for her despite her 
ill-health ; and he had not been altogether 
deceived by the brightness of her greeting 
smile. He thought that it was Gilbert over 
whom she was troubled, and in consequence 
felt angry with his absent son. 

His manner grew lover-like, and he imprinted 
many kisses upon the small bow-shaped mouth, 
and fondly stroked the soft bright hair. She 
appeared grateful for his affectionate demon- 
strations, and she looked up at him with large 
eyes filled with a love that bordered on adoration 
In her opinion, the handsome stately man was 
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as near perfection as it was possible for a human 
being to be. 

At times the contrast between her husband 
and herself rather troubled her. He ought, 
she thought, to have had a better wife than 
she, an invalid, could be ; a wife with energy, 
to be a more able helpmeet for him. 

It was very good of him to love her as he did, 
to bear so patiently with her sickliness. Some 
men would have grown weary of a semi-invalid, 
and have ceased to love her. That her unfailing 
sweetness, and seldom failing brightness, should 
have any part in retaining her husband's affec- 
tion did not enter her modest little head. It 
was his goodness ; only what might have been 
expected from him, but none less good for 
that. 

'* I'm a poor wife for you, dear," she said, 
some reference to Marian's happiness and 
young strength having evoked the remark. 
** If when you asked me to be your wife I 
could have seen myself as I am now, I should 
have been compelled to refuse the happiness 
you offered me." 

The Dean knew that for his sake she greatly 
regretted her weakness of constitution, and he 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE SPIRIT OF LOVE. 89 

was not disposed to take her words very 
seriously. " Dear little Muriel, you must not 
allow such absurd fancies to get into your 
head," was all he said. 

" Poor boy ! '* she said, smiling at the mis- 
nomer. ** Tm afraid you have been deceived 
in me. I was not like this as a girl, so you 
would not have expected so weakly a wife. 
Poor boy ! " she repeated, this time without a 
smile. 

He scolded her jestingly. He was sorry to 
see her out of sorts, but his constitution was 
too strong an one for hin^ to catch the contagion 
which in some people exists in depression. 

He was not emotional, except for a cer- 
tain well-controlled fieriness, and had not the 
susceptibility in the sight of trouble which 
was one of Nollath*s weaknesses. He could 
not, because his combination of strength and 
lack of emotion prevented him fully under- 
standing weakness, achieve full sympathy with 
it ; but intense sympathy, though grateful to 
the object of it, is rarely cheerful, and the Dean 
could be cheerful under circumstances which 
would have depressed the spirits of less fortu- 
nately constituted men. He pitied without 
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sufifering in his pity, and consequently was a 
good hand at cheering up low spirits. Lady 
Muriel did not ask fulness of sympathy from 
him. Her loving heart would have shrunk 
from causing him distress, and her desire was 
to keep her troubles to herself. She rejoiced 
in his seldom lost cheerfulness, and was herself 
agreeably influenced by it. 

He postponed, until she had become more 
like her usual bright self, the imparting of his 
bad news. Then, very gently and carefully, he 
communicated it to her. 

He found a difficulty in telling her gradually. 
She was so far away from any thought of it, 
that his suggestions, carefully modified, were 
lost upon her. He was at length compelled to 
tell her so plainly that it was impossible for her 
to misunderstand him. 

But even then the story was incredible to 
her. It seemed to her that some horrible 
mistake had been made, that some vile slander 
had been perpetrated upon innocent persons. 
She was indignant on their behalf, and while 
it lasted, her indignation prevented her expe- 
riencing the depth of grief which belief in the 
truth of the report would have caused her. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



^tm 



THE SPIRIT OF LOVE. 9 1 

If to Dr. Fitzame had come the idea that 
to disbelieve the reports would save his wife 
much grief, he would not have endeavoured to 
destroy her disbelief. But, being engrossed by 
a feeling of indignation against NoUath, he did 
not think of it. He honestly believed NoUath 
to be guilty of the charge brought against him, 
and it irked him that his Muriel should find so 
great a difficulty in agreeing with him in the 
matter. 

He gently but firmly endeavoured to open 
her eyes to the truth. He pooh-poohed her 
doubts of the credibility of the reports, and was 
able to lay before her facts which to most people 
would have carried conviction on the face of 
them. They had their effect upon her, and her 
indignation gave place to perplexity and sorrow. 

" How can it be i^ " she murmured. '* I 
thought that with all his faults he was honour- 
able and true-hearted." 

The Dean*s white hand fondly stroked the 
silky hair as he said, " Poor litde Muriel ! You 
are too good to be initiated into the mysteries 
of wicked hearts. But it is better that you 
should believe the truth than be deceived.*' 

" It is so strange,*' she objected. ** It seems 
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SO improbable. He told me that he had seen 
her a good deal in London last spring, but I 
was not aware that he had any particular affec- 
tion for her." 

**My dear, is it likely they would tell you 
of their love ? " 

The Dean's tone of calm conviction chilled 
her faith in her cousin, but she continued to 
grasp at her straws of disbelief. 

** It is so improbable on both sides," she 
argued. ** Ru was so devoted to his work that 
he would not be likely to throw it all up in this 
way, and she was lost in grief for Tina. Her 
grief seemed her only passion. Surely the 
memory of her child, so recently dead, would 
be too dear to her to allow of her entertaining 
a wicked passion. Surely, Eustace, this would 
be so." 

'* I don't know," he said. ** A woman who 
could be the close friend of a man holding 
Rupert's opinions can hardly be judged as an 
ordinary woman. She could not be a womanly 
woman. She must have a certain sympathy 
with his vagaries, you know. It seems to me 
that this sad occurrence is a striking illustration 
of the value of the Church's help and guidance. 
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Had Rupert never strayed into atheism, never 
despised the Church's code of morality, he 
wouldn't have committed this evil, for he has 
the strength of will to remain true to a creed 
if he once adopted it. His atheism is certainly 
at the root of this disgraceful affair." 

There was, unmistakably, a touch of com- 
placency in the good Dean's tone. He had, 
to Muriel, to Gilbert, and to Marian, in face 
of their united opposition, upheld the conviction 
that NoUath's principles, such as they were, 
were as unstable as the Biblical house upon 
sand ; and this wretched consummation pro- 
claimed, in plain terms, his judgment to have 
been the right one. 

He had just expressed belief that Nollath 
was strong enough to obey the dictates of a 
religion if he once gave his adherence to them, 
but in the Dean's opinion Nollath's principles 
had not the strength of a creed, and so were 
comparatively useless. 

'* After his pride and self-righteousness, his 
atheistic Pharisaism, if I may so speak — his 
prating of 'ecclesiastical Christianity,' his — but 
pah ! Why talk of it ? It is better to be silent." 

Lady Muriel was not able to argue on the 
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religious side of the question. She was not 
clever at discussion, and was always easily- 
overruled by her husband. 

** Poor Mrs. Trevelyan," she murmured, " if 
it's true ! How will he — if it's true — make up 
to her for all that she has sacrificed.^" 

"In the usual way," the Dean replied. 
" Great protestations of devotion, followed by 
weariness and abandonment. Great talk of 
living out of the world with her since she has 
forfeited the right to social intercourse, followed 
by return to his old pursuits, leaving her to 
bear the burden of their sin alone. Of course," 
he added, quickly, " the sooner he leaves her 
the better." 

" Will Ru be unkind to her, do you think ? 
Well," sighing, *' it may be so. I have been 
so deceived in him in this case that I can't rely 
on my judgment of him any more. I shall be 
a model wife after this, Eustace. I shall rely 
on your judgment in everything ; I have done 
so in most things, haven't I ? but this one was 
an exception. I thought you didn't know him 
as well as I." 

The Dean smiled, and the smile lingered as 
he spoke. 
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" I once knew a little woman," he said, 
** whose heart was so kind, whose mind was 
so pure and conscience so clear, that she could 
not believe evil of anyone. If a man was vain 
and presumptuous, she would only call him 
mistaken. If he denied the existence of God, 
she would make excuses for him by saying 
that he had a good heart. If he told her that 
the Church was not holy enough to receive his 
allegiance, she would only think that he was 
Ignorant of the Church's teachings, not wilfully 
blind." He bent over her and kissed her. 
** This little woman is too good for our faulty 
hypocritical earth. She is only fit for the truth 
and purity of heaven." 

Lady MurieVs face changed. The distres 
which had been on it while she had last spoken 
remained, but it was altered. It was mingled 
with a little fear which gave a strained look to 
the big brown eyes. Dr. Fitzame was not 
quick to notice the change in her expression, 
and he was surprised when, raising herself and 
looking earnestly at him, she took exception to 
his words. 

" Please don't say that, dear ! " she said, 
almost pleadingly. ''You know that it isn't 
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true. If I were as you say, too good for earth, 
I should be thinking more than I do of heaven. 
I should be wishing to go there, while'* — her 
voice faltered — ** while I wish to stay with you 
and the children. Is it wrong, do you think ? 
Will God punish me for it ? " 

** My sweet Muriel ! " He took her in his 
arms. ** What a fanciful little woman it is this 
afternoon. Now listen," playfully, ** and believe 
what I say. God is too just to punish a mother 
for the grandest instinct that He has given her 
— the instinct of maternal love." 

'' And you don't think me too delicate and 
foolish for earth ? You don't think me one of 
those well-meaning but suffering and too- 
trusting little souls whom God in pity calls 
quickly away into safety, to fold them in His 
arms and shield them from ill, where no one 
can wound or deceive them ? You don't think 
I'm one of these, Eustace ? Please say you 
don't." 

He gently drew her head to his breast, but 
she could not look into his face with her head 
so laid, and she raised it to fix her fearful, 
tear-filled eyes upon him. 

** My dear Muriel," he said, ** I think I know 
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what is troubling you. But consider. God 
has spared you to us these six times, why 
should He not spare you again? This 
scandalous conduct of Rupert's has upset you, 
and made you nervous. Don't think of him, 
sweetheart, — don't think of him. He isn't 
worthy of a thought of your pure mind." 

" It isn't about him that I'm fretting now, 
and it isn't fretting over him that has made me 
afraid. I was so before I knew about him. 
It's — it's myself I'm afraid of." She dropped 
her head upon his breast and sobbed. " Oh, 
Eustace, I'm so afraid! If God" — she was 
weeping — **if God should take me from you 
all ! " 

" My dear, my dear ! " he protested, troubled. 

'' I have feared it lately. I am so weak. I 
don't feel as though I could gather strength 
for the time when I shall need it. I have no 
strength. I'm as weak as a kitten." She held 
up a little wasted, trembling hand. " I have no 
stamina. My blood seems like water." 

" You mustn't talk like this, Muriel. It isn't 
like my brave little woman. See how it 
grieves me." 

His face was both troubled and perplexed, 
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She had never been like this before, and he 
hardly knew what to say to her. Unconsciously, 
however, he had struck the right chord by his 
reference to his distress. She gave a long look 
at his troubled countenance. Then slowly the 
fear and the distress died from her sweet 
face. 

" I have troubled you, dear,** she said, quietly. 
" How selfish I am ! But I didn't mean to." 
She dried her eyes, and smiled brightly. She 
wound her weak arms about his neck. " What 
a foolish little woman I am ! What a wretched, 
miserable little wife for you to be burdened 
with! But look! Tm not foolish now. I'm 
not afraid. I know I shall get well. I am 
sure — sure ! *' smiling, with every trace of 
distress gone. 

Love, in natures like hers, is all-powerful, 
and can work miracles. Love bade her repair 
the mischief her lapse from her customary r$le 
of self-forgetfulness had wrought, and her spirit 
responded instantly to his behest. She wanted 
to be bright and happy in order to dissipate 
the shadow on her husband's brow ; and she 
succeeded, for the time, in being so. And she 
had her reward — the pleasure of seeing the 
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Dean's countenance once more serene and 
untroubled. 

This was sufficient pleasure for her to cause 
her to forget awhile her own fears, and she was 
genuinely bright and happy when, half an hour 
later, leaning on his arm, she went downstairs. 



i 
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CHAPTER VII. 

The Dean shortly after his interview with 
Mrs. Casey had written to Gilbert, but no 
reply had come from the young officer. Marian 
while in London had seen him, but had been 
unable to glean any information concerning the 
Hardmans. Thrice the Dean wrote, but still 
Gilbert failed to respond. 

November drawing to a close, the Dean 
determined to go to Aldershot. He went, 
had a brief but unpleasant interview with his 
son, and returned, considerably annoyed. It 
required all Lady MurieFs tact and sweetness 
to dispel his vexation ; but she was well-fitted 
for the task of pouring oil on troubled waters, 
and managed to accomplish it in this case. 
The Dean recovered a measure of his customary 
calm, but a few weeks later was again disturbed 
by the arrival of Gilbert at the Deanery, with 
the curt announcement that he was no longer 
an officer of Her Majesty's army. 

lOO 
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He came unannounced the last Thursday in 
November, driving up to the Deanery in one 
of the four hansoms that Harminster boasted, 
as Lady Muriel, the Deah, and Marian were 
sitting down to lunch. He looked ill and 
generally out of sorts, and conversation with 
him revealed him irritable and melancholy. 
He gave no explanation of his strange conduct, 
except that army life was not to his taste ; with 
this exception maintaining an obstinate silence 
on the subject, though he indulged in wild talk 
of future avocations, the Australian squatter 
and the Cape Mounted Police figuring among 
them. 

The Dean's annoyance and disgust with his 
unsatisfactory son were deep, but were pre- 
vented by Lady Muriel's influence from broaden- 
ing into any serious display of anger — a display 
which would surely have done no good, but 
might have driven Gilbert to more reckless 
courses. He was in the humour to be so 
driven — to take a savage pleasure in annoying 
his father and disgracing himself — and it was 
fortunate that Lady Muriel's influence at this 
crisis was such as it was. 

With her at his side the Dean's anger was 
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softened, and her influence beside being soften- 
ing was cheering. However much troubled 
she had latterly been with fears for herself, 
she was still able to look on the bright side of 
things on other people's behalf— even on that 
of tiresome, hot-headed Gilbert. 

Naturally her influence over Gilbert was 
not so strong as her influence over the Dean, 
but, however irritable Gilbert might be to 
others, he was invariably considerate to her. 
The foolish threats, topped by that of suicide, 
to which he gave vent to Marian and others 
he never uttered in Lady Muriel's presence. 
His manner to her was always kind and 
courteous, and he was always ready to render 
her any little attention that she required. He 
suspected that these little services were some- 
times requested when not really needed ; that 
he was sent for to read or chat with her, or 
invited to accompany her out, when his pre- 
sence was not indispensable ; but he never 
rebelled against the duties imposed upon him, 
though Lady Muriel failed as completely as 
anyone to unlock his lips on those subjects of 
which his family most desired to hear ex- 
planation. 
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News of Miss Hardman came from another 
source — from Casey ; and when they heard it 
they thought they could see some light on 
Gilbert's conduct. 

Miss Hardman had left England to join her 
prospective husband in Japan, and it was like 
rash Gilbert, baulked in his passionate wishes, 
to be in a pet with fate and ready to deal 
himself any blow. Part of Lady MurieFs con- 
solatory utterances to the Dean, upon hearing 
this, consisted of congratulations that the con- 
sequences of Gilbert's second love affair, bad 
as they were, had not been worse ; that they 
had not been as serious as, from Gilbert's 
recklessness when in anger, might have been 
expected. 

Gilbert before coming home had not heard 
of NoUath and Olive's flight. The affair had 
not been much talked of beyond Harminster, 
and even here, owing to George Trevelyan's 
vigorous hushing-up of the matter, gossips were 
not at all clear as to the truth of the reports 
they circulated. Trevelyan — partly because he 
did not greatly feel his wife's absence, partly 
because he pitied her for the rash step she had 
taken, and partly because of an uneasy sus- 
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picion that his fuddled words had incited her 
to her foolish act — was wishful to save his 
wife's good name. And to a considerable 
extent he had succeeded in doing so. 

Gilbert received the news without making 
much comment upon it, and whether he was 
surprised, or displeased, or indifferent was not 
revealed by his manner. Before becoming 
acquainted with the story he had been sullen 
and dejected, and he remained so during and 
after the relation of it. 

It was the Dean who told it to him, with 
many injunctions not to let the truth leak out 
in Harminster, though the Dean himself hardly 
considered the silence desirable. While appre- 
ciating Trevelyan*s kindness of heart in desiring 
to shield his wife from the consequences of 
her folly, Dr. Fitzame considered that for the 
good of society the unrepentant sinner should 
not be dealt with too leniently; only when 
repentant should she be pitied and comforted. 
Gilbert did not agree with his father in his 
view of the subject. He had no principles to 
govern him, and he expressed his unqualified 
approval of Trevelyan*s conduct. Trevelyan 
was kind, though his tendency to coarseness 
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and selfishness sometimes warped his kindness, 
and he was to be commended for his considera- 
tion for the woman who had so grievously 
wronged him. 

The Dean had communicated his information 
to his son in his study, a room Gilbert seldom 
visited, but into which on this occasion he had 
been summoned by his father. After hearing 
all that the Dean could tell him, and comments 
thereon, Gilbert left the study, to pace the 
wide oak-panelled hall, his head hanging for- 
ward, his eyes sullenly cast upon the floor. Here 
he was found by Fuzzby, who of course spent 
most pf his time at the Deanery in these days. 

Fuzzby greeted him by sportively slapping 
him on the back (he was fond of so slapping 
people), and by a shout — " How do. Sir Woeful 
Countenance ? " Gilbert gruffly responded by 
a curt ** Good-day," and the information that 
Marian was out shopping with Lady Muriel. 

To some people Gilbert with his present 
expression of countenance would not have 
appeared as an agreeable companion, but rather 
as a person to be shunned. It did not occur 
to Fuzzby to shun him. Instead, finding the 
object of his adoration inaccessible, he invited 
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the sullen-browed young fellow to accompany 
him in a stroll round the grounds to while away 
the time until Marian's return. Gilbert, after 
some hesitation, accepted the invitation, and 
followed Fuzzby out of doors. 

Fuzzby was as hilarious, as happy, as ugly as 
ever, and his suit was of a check as large and 
as loud as his most exacting fancy could have 
conceived. His hilarity did not abate his 
companion's gloom one iota, but that was a 
circumstance of little moment to Fuzzby. He 
was as impervious to Gilbert's gloom as Gilbert 
was to his jovality, talking, and punning, and 
laughing at his puns, without caring a jot 
whether Gilbert laughed or sneered. 

Encountering Willy on the lawn, he picked 
up his pet aversion and paid off old scores by 
tormenting him, pulling his whiskers, pinch- 
ing his ears. Willy expressed his disgust by 
viciously wagging tail and laid-back ears. 

Willy was not so fat as he once had been. 
He had contracted the habits of fly-catching 
and cockroach-hunting, and the consumption of 
his game had had a thinning effect upon him. 

Fly-catching was in Willy's opinion preferable 
to mouse-hunting. Mouse-catching was slow, 
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tedious. It required patience, passivity ; and 
WiWy's forte was action. 

** Willy moves with the times, Marian tells 
me," Fuzzby said. " He has taken up the new 
fad as to the necessity for abundant exercise. 
Each evening, at a particular hour, he 
commences to fly about the passages and stairs 
because, the maids say, * E' knows it's good for 
'im.' Ah, ah, ah ! Good joke that— eh ? '' 

"Going to take him along with Marian.'^" 
Gilbert mumbled. 

Fuzzby*s sandy countenance took a disgusted 
expression, and he unceremoniously tossed 
Willy to the ground. Willy's white stockings 
hastily fled, and Fuzzby thrust his hands into 
his pockets. 

** Hope not," he replied. ** Of course if she 
wants him she can have him, but I don't want 
him. Can't bear cats. It's one of the idiosyn- 
crasies of our family," complacently. 

Gilbert smiled, then sneered. Fuzzby spoke 
of " our family " with the complacency of one 
descended from kings. 

Gilbert began to hum a ditty bearing 
reference to the new-made baron whose pro- 
genitor had been a cat's-meat man, and who 
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** couldn't bear mention of the trade, In which 
his money had been made." Not that Fuzzb/s 
near ancestors had in any remote degree been 
connected with this trade, but, in Gilbert's 
opinion, there was no knowing what his remote 
ancestors had been. But there was no knowing 
what most people's had been, and what in- 
fluences they and their occupations had had 
on the character of their descendants. 

NoUath, for instance, was of a parentage 
understood to have been for many generations 
puritanical in the strictness of its moral life, yet 
here was he acting as a vicious character. And 
in other families of strict integrity were found 
the same anomalies. How was it? Was 
heredity less strong a power than in these days 
it was said to be, or was it that in the so-called 
honourable lineage were flaws and spots which 
hypocrisy had concealed? 

** I think," he observed, ^/r^^^?^ of his thoughts, 
** that if I were a man of leisure Td take up the 
study of heredity. It would be interesting." 

Fuzzby cackled. The idea of Gilbert as a 
student of anything tickled his risibilities. 

** A good joke that," he ejaculated. ** I fancy 
I see you, yellow, lean, poring over your big 
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books. You* re a sly dog, Gilly — a sly dog. 
Almost as sly as Cousin Ru. Ah, ah, ah ! " 

Gilbert frowned, but remained silent. 

" What a sequel to all his saintliness, wasn't 
it.^** Fuzzby continued. "Well, well," face- 
tiously, ** we can't blame him, can we ? " 

" No," Gilbert replied, in a grim hard tone, 
" we can't." 

**The affair didn't surprise me a bit," Fuzzby 
rattled on. ** I could have prophesied it. I 
read the fellow's character. I said to myself. 
That man will be eloping with another fellow's 
wife, some day. I said it — fact." 

Gilbert's countenance wore an expression not 
unlike that of a snarling bull-dog. His upper 
lip curled high in an exaggerated sneer, reveal- 
ing a glimpse of gleaming teeth ; his lower 
curved heavily outwards. " Do be quiet, 
Fuzzby ! " he snapped. *' That infernal tongue 
of yours is for ever going." 

**My dear fellow — ^good heavens, what a 
face ! What's the matter ? Fretting over 
Cousin Ru's wickedness ? Ah, ah, ah ! "digging 
Gilbert in the ribs — ** good joke that, isn't it ? — 
you to fret over anybody's wickedness ! " 

They were walking along a broad gravelled 
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path. Hitherto they had been side by side, 
but now Gilbert moved apart. 

** My ribs are not iron, please remember, 
Fuzzby," he said, stiffly. 

Fuzzby would not be repulsed. He drew 
near Gilbert, and thrust his arm through his. 
" What is the matter, old boy ? Is it this Miss 
_Miss " 

Gilbert flung the arm in the large-checked 
cloth savagely from him. He stopped, and, 
speechless with rage, stood glaring at Fuzzby. 
The small man was frightened, and blunderingly 
hastened to appease the anger he had provoked. 
Fuzzby's conversation was often martial, aggres- 
sive, but it was only talk ; in reality he was of 
a very peaceable spirit. 

"No offence to you, Gilly, I hope?'* he 
murmured. ** I wonder," looking towards the 
house, " if Marian has got back yet ? * 

Gilbert found voice. 

** Dare to mention Miss Hardman*s name 

again!" he thundered, "and — and " He 

choked with passion. 

" I haven't mentioned it yet," Fuzzby pro- 
tested — without any intention of being flippant. 
His tone was nervous and conciliatory. 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE SPIRIT OF LOVE. Ill 

He was not a person with whom to continue 
a quarrel. He was so plainly well-meaning 
that to quarrel with him bordered on the 
ridiculous. Gilbert's anger rapidly cooled. 
He flung out a few threats, to which Fuzzby 
listened with a meekness that almost appeared 
sympathetic, even assenting to a threat of 
personal chastisement were the lady's name 
ever allowed to pass his lips in Gilbert's 
presence ; and subsided into his former sullen- 
ness. 

Fuzzby hastened to change the subject of 
conversation. The thought of NoUath, from 
whose delinquencies he derived considerable 
amusement, recurring to him, he made Lady 
Muriel's cousin the object of many witticisms. 

But his choice of subjects was unlucky this 
afternoon, or else it was that Gilbert's ill- 
humour made every topic annoying to him. 
Gilbert appeared to resent the witticisms, 
jeering at them, and defending NoUath with a 
fire and energy that quickly quenched Fuzzby. 
Fuzzby subsiding, however, into silence, Gilbert 
calmed down into a quiet insolence. 

** When people don't understand things, they 
shouldn't talk about them," he remarked. 
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** You apparently don't understand this matter. 
You are not aware that the reason Ru has 
acted in this way is that his lobes are wrong." 
He stared down on Fuzzby with a mocking 
light in his black eyes. ** Phrenologists tell 
us- that criminals have brains the first and 
second parietal lobes of which are diminished in 
size, while the temporary lobes " (poor Fuzzby 
sighed, and stifled a yawn) " are greatly 
developed. This means that the fellow is 
selfish and animal, his moral and restraining 
faculties being feeble. So you see a man's 
morals depend entirely on the kind of brain 
his parents and his circumstances have given 
him, and neither Ru nor any other fellow is to 
be blamed for what he does." 

** Lucky for us everybody doesn't think so," 
Fuzzby ventured to remark ; ** or our persons 
and our property wouldn't be very safe." 

" Bah ! " Gilbert ejaculated, in a tone of 
disgust. ** You're so confoundedly practical — 
short-sighted mentally, I mean." 

Fuzzby yawned. He wished to go indoors, 
but hesitated to express his desire, being ap- 
prehensive of annoying Gilbert in his contrary 
mood. ** Where did you get these notions, 
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Gilly ?" he said. ** You are turning student — 
ah, ah, ah ! " 

** Never mind where I got them,'' Gilbert 
rudely responded. ** I have got them, that's 
enough." 

** I — I think I saw Marian just now at the 
drawing-room window," Fuzzby ventured. ** I 
I think I'll go in. She'll be vexed if I don't." 

**0h, go, by all means," Gilbert returned. 
*' I shall stop out — ta, ta ! " 

He was not unwilling to be left in the 
solitude of the grounds in their December 
bareness and brownness. He lit a cigar, and 
crossing the lawn sered by the chills of winter's 
approach, strolled along a narrow path over 
which the black damp branches of trees met. 
The weed and solitude combined to smooth 
his temper. To sullenly muse on his baulked 
passion, to rebel against his fate, to heap 
maledictions on all and sundry, was more to 
his taste than conversation with Fuzzby or any 
other person. 

Nollath was more in his thoughts on this 
occasion than was his passion, but underlying 
his thoughts of Rupert was ever the bitter 
feeling of his thwarted love, and sometimes 

VOL. III. 8 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



I 14 THE SPIRIT OF LOVE. 

it banished thought of Nollath entirely from 
his mind And sometimes it, and sometimes 
Nollath, induced a train of thought which, put 
into words, would have seemed almost philo- 
sophically cool, but which in reality covered a 
tempest of passion. 

Smoking and pacing the narrow path, he 
let his thoughts run on from the point at which 
Fuzzby had left them — the theory of heredity 
as applied to Nollath. Gilbert, though he had 
received the news quietly, had found as much 
difficulty in believing it as had Lady Muriel. 
It had seemed, as it had done to her, an 
act contrary to the scheme of Nollath's life. 

Nollath, whose passions were so cold, to 
throw up his life's work at passion's behest ! 
Nollath, who so rarely acted impulsively, to 
sacrifice his ideals, his life's purpose, for a 
passion of so short a growth as this must have 
been ! It seemed incredible ; yet in the face of 
facts that George Trevelyan had unearthed, 
Gilbert could not doubt it. It was, in his 
opinion, a proof of the instability of human 
purposes, and the futility of superior pre- 
tensions. 

** I had thought " — he let a thin cloud of 
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smoke from his lips — ** that Ru was — well, a 
little better than some of us. Not to his own 
credit, because he— or I thought he did — liked 
to be a patch above us ; but that he was so. 
And this is what comes of all his talk. He has 
considered himself mightily superior to me — 
and, yes, to my reverend progenitor also, though 
he hasn't said so ; yet now he, who believed 
himself a creation distinctly in advance of our 
stage of evolution," with a grin, ** does worse 
than even I have done. 

" Evolution indeed ! They talk so much of 
evolution nowadays. Wonder if it s true that 
we men, with our brains and our souls (if we've 
got 'em), began in organisms lower than those 
of brutes ; that we have worked our way up 
from protozoa to human nature — and more than 
that, human nature spiritualised ? 

** Spirituality ! What is it ? Is it believing 
there's a God who rules us all, punishes or 
blesses us, and sends us our joys and our 
sorrows ? Is it praying to Him, and conform- 
ing to what we believe is His will ? Is it being 
like my father in Israel — respectable, pious, 
with a profound veneration for God, and a 
desire to obey Him even when human desire 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



Il6 THE SPIRIT OF LOVE. 

goes contrary to His dictates, but with not a jot 
of a wish to be anything more than an automaton 
obedient to the manipulation of the God-Master? 
Or is it necessary to have something within, 
which anticipates the Divine decrees, which 
not only fulfils them but finds pleasure in so 
doing, which finds greater happiness in follow- 
ing God*s dictates than in following natural 
ones? 

'* If this is so, I know certain good saints 
who haven't risen to spirituality yet. They 
eat and drink and sleep comfortably, with a 
conscience void of offence toward God and 
man. (By the way, the tougher the conscience 
the more void must it be of offence, and there- 
fore the more saintly must be its possessor. 
* Good joke that,' as Fuzzby would say.) They 
attend Church with regularity, partake fre- 
quently of the Blessed Sacraments, are good 
husbands, fathers, masters ; feed the hungry, 
etc., etc., all by rote, as it were. And yet for 
spirituality, if it's something within, not outside, 
I should go to certain good heterodox persons 
of my acquaintance rather than to them. If I 
were enthusiastic over — well, say over some 
scheme for raising my fellow-men, or over the 
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* cause ' which Ru professed to espouse — I 
shouldn't go to these good Christians. They 
wouldn't understand me. But the others would.** 

He took the cigar from his lips, and puffed 
out the smoke in his mouth. Then he laughed 
aloud, struck by the character of his cogitations. 

** There must be something spiritual about 
me, when all's said and done," his thoughts ran 
on, while the laugh, which had something sar- 
donic in it, lingered on his full lips. ** Who 
knows but that if Td been just a little bit 
different somewhere, just had a trait altered 
here and there, I might not have been some 
deeply spiritual and virtuous fellow .'^ 

** Tve got some spirituality somewhere, only 
somehow it doesn't come out in the wear and 
tear of daily life. Something els^ contradicts 
it, and I like — well, not spiritual things. But 
it's there, and that's why I shouldn't go to 
those good Christians to have it snuffed out, 
and a rule of thumb put in its place — though 
the rule of thumb in my case might possibly 
be of more service than no rule at all. 

"Of course I don't mean to say that most 
Churchmen are destitute of spirituality, and 
most heterodox people full of it. My point 
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is that there seem to be spiritual atheists and 
unspiritual Christians, which point goes far to 
prove that spirituality is something within rather 
than blind obedience to the laws of God ; and 
that it's something unconnected with either 
Church or Christ. 

" Evolution ! To think of the gibbering 
baboon as the ancestor of men and women 
with intellect, soul ; as the ancestor of women 
as sweet, as pure, as — as Dora — Dora!" 

He drew a long breath, and then his lips 
compressed themselves tightly. 

" Sweet though she is, she has been capable 
of behaving hardly, cruelly to me. I shouldn't 
have thought a soft little thing like her could 
have done so, could have resisted all my love. 
Does she think her oily-mouthed preacher's 
love is better than mine ? Little fool ! I would 
have given up my dissipations for her sake. 
She should have made of me what she willed. 
She was afraid of me, poor little fool! Ah 
when I think of her as the wife of another 
man " — he clenched his fist, and his eyes flashed 
beneath his knit brows — ** I could almost kill 
him — and her too ! " 

The pretty face of his lost love rose before 
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him — ripe red lips, rich sun-browned cheeks, 
round little chin, soft white neck, and low brow 
over which fell tendrils of blue-black hair. 
How it tantalised him in its winsome beauty ! 
How it sent the blood rushing through his veins ! 

A curse broke from his lips — not a curse 
of the girl whose beauty haunted him, but 
of his fate. Fate was cruel in giving him 
a passion for this woman — a passion which, 
being baulked, cost him his happiness. Fate 
was cruel to give him the fret and fume of 
passion without its joys ! Many a man had 
been sent to the devil through the pangs of 
unreciprocated love. Why not he.'^ 

If he could not have that which he wanted 
in life, why should not he take the next best, 
whether it led to the devil or it didn't ? Why 
not throw up everything that was not pleasure, 
and go in for a regular devils dance whitherso- 
ever the impulse of the moment might lead ? 
Who wanted the rewards of a good life — a 
clear conscience, love, respect, heaven, and all 
the rest of it ? He didn't. There wasn't an 
ounce of value in the lot of them for him. 

No, he was not spiritualised. He had not 
risen to it, he supposed. His plane of evolu- 
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tion was as low as — well, he might say as his 
ancestors' before him. 

He wanted a life of enjoyment ; not one 
of work, or spirituality, or intellectuality. He 
wanted to enjoy his life, not by struggling after 
ideals, not in work or study, but in a human 
fashion. He wanted to enjoy wines and 
dinners, and all physical pleasures, and to 
live for himself and his own enjoyment only. 

He cared nothing for thought. He found 
no pleasure in the workings of the mind, 
whether brought to bear on the routine of his 
soldier life or on other things. What he wanted 
was a life of sensation. The pleasures of the 
strong wine running down his throat, and the 
pleasures of the reeling excitements of intoxica- 
tion ; the pleasures of the table and of the 
chase ; the pleasure of battle and of feats of 
daring ; the pleasure of loving and being loved, 
of hating and being hated ; the pleasure of 
strong thrilling mirth, of all emotion — this and 
much more he wanted, and could not have in 
the full measure for which he craved. 

He had been born a century too late, he 
grumbled. The period when brawling and 
roystering were not thought unbecoming to a 
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gentleman, when wars and duels were not 
uncommon, was the period best suited to give 
the wild blood in him vent. He was out of 
joint with the times — these good tame peace- 
able times. 

If he might have seen active service it might 
have been diflferent. He might have won 
himself honour — or the grave. ... But was 
this what he wanted beyond and above all else ? 
Bah ! Let him be honest with himself. It 
was the refusal of Dora Hardman^s love which 
had brought on all this fretting and fuming. 
It was her rich round beauty that had driven 
him mad with longing — for her love, and, that 
denied him, for he knew not what. 

Well, it would send him to the devil — all 
this rage of denied passion. He would let 
himself sink deeper into the mire of drunken- 
ness and profligacy. He would forget the 
tantalising beauty ever ready to rise before his 
mind's eye, in strong coarse pleasures which 
throughout his life had tempted him. He 
would live — as he listed. Then die — and be 
as though he had never been. 

It was not raining, but the ground was dark 
with dampness. The sky was dull and the 
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atmosphere thick and damp — a typical early 
December day. 

Cheerless though it was, and though he could 
picture the brightness in the cosy drawing- 
room, the blazing fire, Marian's gay vivacity, 
and the merry chatter of young people dropped 
in for a cup of tea, Gilbert had no desire to 
leave his damp deserted landscape, his gloomy 
sky and wet black trees, shivering in their 
nakedness at the touch of the chill breeze, and 
go indoors. His life was chiefly partitioned 
into two moods — the one reckless, vivacious, 
gay ; the other an intermixture of suUenness 
and bursts of fiery passion. The latter reigned 
over him to-day, and he was disinclined for the 
light pleasures of light hearts, for pretty faces, 
pretty gowns, and gay talk. 

He put his cigar back to his mouth. Smok- 
ing, he grew calmer, and once more his 
thoughts took a philosophical turn. 

** Spirituality is a delightful thing, isn*t it .'^" 
he scoffed ; ** and I should be a lot better if I 
had more of it, shouldn't I ? Spirituality makes 
philosophers and cynics, and ordinary people 
are not half as happy as they, of course. We 
all know what gay dogs Diogenes and the 
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rest of that crew were — real jolly fellows, full 
of fun. Pshaw ! A fig for intellectuality, or 
for its next-door neighbour, spirituality, 

** The man who has most of the animal left in 
him is happiest. His pleasures are always to 
hand. He eats his * square meal,' and is satisfied. 
He has no hankerings after things of which he 
knows nothing, no vague desires after unattain- 
able pleasure, no sense of dissatisfaction with 
most of the things of this wicked world, such as, 
if we may judge from what they tell us, intensely 
spiritual people are haunted with. He doesn't 
trouble to ask himself why he lives ; he's here 
and he's going to enjoy himself, that's all he 
cares for. So long as his stomach's full he 
doesn't trouble about his mind ; it wants no 
feeding. And he's a fortunate fellow, and 
they're fools who want to improve on him, to 
improve on nature. 

"To eat, drink, fight, breed, and die — that's 
nature, and a long way happier a thing than 
spirituality. Human nature is different to brute 
nature in some ways, of course, but it's the 
same fundamentally. Haven't we all come of the 
same stock ? Then mustn't we all be endowed 
in common with such charming traits as the 
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Struggle for existence develops ? Won't we 
all fight for a bone — or for what with us stands 
for a bone — and push a weaker brother aside ? 
Won't we ? Rather ! 

" It's absurd to try to develop beings contrary 
to nature. Ru has probably arrived at the same 
conclusion ere this. He, after all his convic- 
tions and theories, has had to come down to 
his human nature. Idealism is — all rot. Men's 
feelings are stronger than their thoughts, their 
passions than their principles. It must be so. 
The body has a longer lineage than what is 
called the soul, and physical pleasures have a 
prior right over mental ones. We're not angels, 
but the sons and daughters of apes." 

He threw the end of his cigar away, and 
commenced to sing, to a dashing tune of his 
own composing, a verse which he had picked 
up from one of Lady Muriel's magazines. His 
rich baritone trolled forth his ditty with a 
recklessness that accorded well with both 
words and tune. 

"He passed away through the twilight woods, 
And flourished a glowing prong ; 
The boughs swept off his cap from his head — 
Hoo ! — but his horns were long ! 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE SPIRIT OF LOVE. 1 25 

And a tail straggled out from under his cloak, 

And trailed as, he went along; 
And as he went he capered and sang, 

Yea, sang this grisly song." 

What the song was Gilbert did not re- 
member, but finding the verse, and the tune 
he had found for it, to his taste, he trolled it 
forth again, sending it out loudly, clearly, and 
with a ring of diablerie suited to it. Through 
the dusk he thought he caught sight of Willy's 
white stockings picking their way, with many 
a little shake of disgust at the dampness, over 
a stretch of wet grass ; and picking up a small 
stone he aimed it in Willy's direction. The 
stockings, forgetting to give their little disgusted 
shakes, hastily scampered away, their owner 
no doubt considering himself an exceedingly 
ill-used cat this afternoon. Gilbert, leaving the 
narrow path, strolled in the direction of the park. 

Within a few yards of the gate separating 
the private grounds from the park, he en- 
countered Bull, come out with a message for 
him from Lady Muriel. She requested him 
to come into the drawing-room for a cup of 
tea. Gilbert, less reluctantly than he would 
have gone half an hour ago, went. 
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CHAPTER I. 

** Tm late. Had you given up expecting 
me?" 

** No ; I knew you would come." 

The question came from Nollath, clamping 
snow off his boots on Mrs. Metcalf s doorstep ; 
the reply from Olive standing in the little 
passage. The first snow of the season had 
fallen that morning, and Sorsby looked half 
buried in its great white mantle. Nollath had 
had a rough ride from Parltown, the little 
market-town at which he was stopping. 

** I knew you would come," Olive repeated. 
** And you must stop to-day for my high tea 
at six. Will you do so ? " 

'* I shall be very pleased to stay," he replied, 

following her into the parlour — a cosy room, 
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but SO small as to sometimes fret Olivers weak 
nerves by a feeling of restraint. 

She turned to him with the sharp movement 
now habitual to her. "You say 'pleased,'" 
she said, " but I know better than that. You 
are kind. You pity me, and so will stay with 

me. But as for being pleased " - She 

shrugged her graceful shoulders expressively 
and arched her narrow brows. 

"I assure you," he said, **that Tm very 
glad to come. If you knew what a dull hole 

Parltown is " He stopped, remembering 

for whose sake he remained in the ** dull hole." 
She remembered also. 

** You are very good to me," she said, grate- 
fully. 

** No," he said. ** I am only doing as I am 
interested to do." 

His interest in her had largely developed 
during the month that they had spent by the 
sea. Each day he had been with her, watching 
her moods and to the best of his ability adapt- 
ing his own to them, and trying to keep her 
mind free from frenzy. 

She had shown many changes of mood during 
the four weeks. Sometimes there had been a 
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partial return of wildness — not the ungovern- 
able frenzy driving her to suicide, but outbursts 
of passfonate self-hatred, and accusations of 
herself as indirectly being Tina's murderess. 
In this mood she would tell out to him all her 
misery and grief. Sometimes, generally as a 
reaction from her wildness, she had been as 
if in a stupor — ^silent, dull. Sometimes she 
was passionately grateful for his care of her ; 
sometimes she seemed indifferent to it. Some- 
times she was more like her old gentle self; 
at others, rushing over the cliff, with tossed 
hair and anguish-laden eyes, trying to deaden 
her grief in physical exertion, she was as rough 
and violent as it was possible for a woman of 
her physique to be. 

He had learnt to read her moods to a large 
extent, to detect her turn of mind by the 
expression of her face, the tones of her voice, 
as well as by her spoken words. This afternoon 
he saw that she was keenly alive to her suffer- 
ing, her thin hands, her mobile lips, the whole 
of her delicate organism thrilled by a debilitat- 
ing excitement. 

To see her at the moment, without know- 
ledge of her gentler moods, would have dis- 
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couraged Nollath in his hopes for her recovery 
to the love of life. The frenzy was not there 
certainly, but the profound misery, the deep 
hopelessness, offered little more prospect of 
the healing of her sick mind than did the 
wilder moods. 

During tea she roused herself from her 
absorption sufficiently to attempt to perform 
some slight duties of hospitality, and she be- 
came for the time a little less unlike her old 
graceful self. She had not much inclination 
for food, but on Nollath pressing her to eat she 
endeavoured to obey him. She was oppressed 
by the thought that he would not care for the 
meal — high tea ; that he would find it unpalat- 
able. To people who were not suffering, who 
were in good health, material comforts counted 
for so much. He was sacrificing a great deal for 
her. She did not wish him to sacrifice these also. 

After Mrs. Metcalf removed the tea-cloth, 
Nollath, seeing that Olive though shivering did 
not approach the fire, brought a chair to one 
side of the hearth, and asked her to take it. 
In small things she was rarely untractable, and 
she at once complied with his request. 

She sat with her feet on the brass-topped 
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fender, her hands loosely clasped on her knees. 
She had sufficient consideration for his comfort 
to tell him that he might smoke if he wished. 
But he did not care just then to take advantage 
of her permission. He pulled a chair into a 
position from which he had a good view of her 
profile, but in which, without turning her head, 
she could not see him well ; and intently scru- 
tinised her. 

She was wearing a shabby black gown with 
a white frill at her neck, intensifying the pallor 
of her complexion. Her hair was carelessly 
twisted at the back of her head, and a bunch of 
loose short hair had fallen over her forehead. 
There was no appearance of elegance about her, 
except what might have been called her natural 
elegance. The short hair on her forehead 
gave a look to her face that seemed odd to 
Nollath. He had always before seen the dome- 
shaped brow outlined beneath light tendrils of 
hair, and the flat black band seemed to increase 
the wildness of her aspect. 

She sat looking into the fire, brooding over 
her grief not quietly but restlessly, until, with a 
quick turn of her head, she surprised Nollath s 
intent gaze. 
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" Are you trying to read my soul ? " she asked, 
turning in her chair so as to face him. '' What 
do you expect to find ? There is nothing but 
misery — and gratitude to you. I wish I could 
die. It is unbearable, this pain. It's too great 
to be borne. There's nothing but pain day by 
day. God is cruel to me. Is it not cruel to 
give me life only that it shall be full of 
misery ? " 

He could not answer her question except 
by vague generalities which did not satisfy her. 
He quoted a sentence from the Bible, thinking 
that perhaps she might find consolation in 
her religion- — ** Whom the Lord loveth He 
chasteneth,'* but it fell on unheeding ears. 

He could understand the noble meaning of 
the words — the lesson that to those whose minds 
are set towards spiritual things must come the 
*'chastenings " of earthly dissatisfaction and 
" divine discontent " ; that to those whose hearts 
were tender came the chastening of the keenest 
grief ; that to those who strove to work against 
the dictates of their lower nature and the lower 
nature of others, must come the scars of conflict ; 
and that these types of men must be nearer a 
spiritual God's heart than those living more in 
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accordance with their natural instincts ; but it 
was useless to set it before her mind. Even 
if she grasped the meaning, it would be no 
consolation to her. She was not concerned 
with the comparative height or lowness of her 
nature, and her position in God's sight. 

She ignored his words, and continued, with- 
out reply to them, her own train of thought. 

" Last night," she said, " I was thinking of 
what George accused me of He said, you 
know, that it was I who had made her delicate 
so that when the fever came she died. I can't 
think for myself whether this is true or not. 
If I try to think calmly my brain whirls. So 
will you tell me what you think ? Am I her 
murderess ? " 

Her strained eyes stared at him from beneath 
the black band of hair, as, with as much skill 
as he could command, he combated her morbid 
idea. The likeness to her in some traits, which, 
though their temperaments appeared sometimes 
almost opposite, existed, was of service to him 
at times like these. He could place himself in 
touch with her as a man of another temper — 
more robust, more masculine, less susceptible — 
could not have done. He could be patient 
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with her foolishness through a certain fellow- 
feeling with it — not only from the outside as 
pity for a bereaved mother, but with a deeper, 
more comprehending feeling. She was calmed 
by his reasonings, less because of their truth 
or speciousness than because of this touch of 
fellow-feeling. She was not able to recognise 
reason, but she could recognise sympathy. 

Nevertheless his sympathy did not com- 
pletely satisfy her. She remembered that he 
had never suffered as she had, and felt that 
therefore he could not gauge her misery. She 
gave vent to her feeling in a way that seemed 
ungrateful, 

" You can't sympathise with me really, Mr. 
Nollath," she said, a ring of passion in her 
voice, ** because one must suffer the same to 
sympathise. You have had so happy a life — 
full, free, without sorrow. You have not fixed 
your all on one thing, and then seen it dashed 
from your grasp. You can't know what it is 
to be nothing but a terrible aching, an aching 
that you know will not end until death ends 
it." 

** I can't say that I fully understand you," 
he said, ** but I'm very sorry for you. Would 
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you think it very stupid if I were to say that 
my heart bleeds for you ? It's an expressive if 
an abused phrase, and it's true." 

Her expression softened. She unclasped 
her hands, and leaning back in her chair looked 
full at him. There was only one small lamp 
in the room, placed on the table in the middle, 
and shedding a subdued light around. Nollath's 
features were not clearly defined in the dim- 
ness, but she saw that he was looking perplexed 
and grave. His head was bent, his eyes 
looking searchingly out from their deep sockets, 
as if seeking to unravel a puzzle before him. 

It struck her that she was not behaving well 
to this her best, her only, friend. At an earlier 
period of her troubles she would have been too 
completely self-absorbed to notice his gravity, 
but having observed it she was wishful to 
lessen his apparent dejection. She apologised 
for her appearance of ingratitude— eagerly, 
earnestly — calling herself many severe names. 

** I was afraid," he said, ** that perhaps I was 
not able to be of much use to you. My will 
is good, but, as you say " 

She interrupted him, quickly. 

**You mustn't notice what I say. You 
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mustn^t pay the slightest attention to it. Do 
you know what I am ? " She leant forward 
again, and again clasped her hands on her 
knees. ** Tm nothing but a thing of moods 
— moods coming and going as quickly as a 
summer shower passes. No one should place 
any reliance on what I say or do. I say one 
thing one minute, the next another. Tve no 
stamina. One minute Tve courage for any- 
thing, the next Tm just like a wilted flower. 
One moment Tm restless as a pent-up child, 
the next Tm tired as the old are tired. Even 
before Tina died I was given to moods. One 
moment I used to care for what people said 
of me, whether I was stupid or elegant, beautiful 
or dull ; at another I was quite indififerent to all. 
One moment the people about me were beings 
to inspire me with feelings approaching admira- 
tion, or dislike, or fear, as the case might be ; 
at others everybody appeared too contemptible 
in my eyes to affect me in any way. I always 
went to extremes. I never considered people 
or things reasonably, sensibly." 

" I should have thought," he said, remember- 
ing the languid indifference of her former 
manner, and the picture of dreamy apathy which 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



136 THE SPIRIT OF LOVE. 

she had presented to him on his first sight of 
her, ** that boredom would have been your 
most lasting feeling." 

** Oh yes, I was bored too— very much 
bored. Everything bored me, usually. Music, 
talk, balls, dinners — it was a dreary round to 
me. There was — I don't know how to describe 
it — but there was a feeling of something lacking 
in everything. It was like the accompaniment 
of a song with the song absent I did it all 
only because there was nothing else to do- 
there is nothing else, for most people. But my 
boredom was only a mood, like the others ; 
though it was my longest and most frequent 
mood. I used to affect boredom sometimes 
when I was feeling too sad to be bored. Ah ! 
that was my longest mood — sadness. It never 
changed. It underlay all the others. When 
my Tina was beside me, I was still sad." 

Her eyes kindled, blazing angrily, and her 
lips curled in bitter self-contempt. 

*' I was a wretched mother, Mr. Nollath, 
a miserably unfit guardian of a child's happi- 
ness. Perhaps that was why God took her 
from me. Perhaps that was why my other 
child, Tina's little brother, was born dead; and 
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why He gave me no others, — He saw that I 
was not fit for the care of children. I, who 
ought to have been bright and merry to teach 
Tina to be happy, was sad. It was a wonder 
that she should care to be with me as she did. 
Children like merriment, not sadness. It must 
have been the sweetness of her nature. She 
saw I was solitary and sad, and she tried to be 
something to me. That must have been it." 

" It gave her pleasure to be with you," 
Nollath said, consolingly. '* Tve seen you 
together, and I know." 

She did not reply, and the silence of the 
room was broken only by the monotonous 
moan of the sea, and the howling of the wind 
which had risen. The subdued light of the 
small lamp did not penetrate the corners, which 
were in a soft shadow. The firelight flickered 
on the bright brass fender, on the bead eyes 
of a stuffed gull, on a small bookcase, and sent 
dancing shadows on the floor, on the red 
curtains drawn before the windows, on the low 
whitewashed ceiling. Very cosy and peaceful 
the small interior looked, and its reposeful 
appearance was accentuated by the howling 
and moaning outside it. 
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Yet to some tempers the quiet would have 
been an inducement to restlessness rather 
than peace, and the battle of the elements 
outside preferable to the calm negation within. 
Nollath, had it not been for his interest in the 
woman before him, would have found idleness 
in the small confined area irksome ; would have 
experienced a feeling similar to that which 
sometimes overtook Olive when unable to go 
out of doors. As it was, he was content to 
remain in the quiet little room, finding his 
apparent inaction bearable. 

The silence was broken by Mrs. Metcalf s 
tap on the door. She had come to tell Nollath 
that his horse would be at the door in a few 
minutes. Olive's back was to Mrs. Metcalf, 
and Olive did not take any notice of her 
entrance. Mrs. Metcalf was a sedate little 
woman, with a quiet voice and quiet move- 
ments. When she left the room, Nollath^ 
looking at Olive, saw that there were tears on 
her thin cheeks. 

She was not sobbing, but the tears were 
coming quickly. In her physical weakness she 
was unable to restrain them if anything called 
them forth, and she who had been so keenly 
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ashamed of her tears in the Cathedral was not 
ashamed of them now, was as indifferent to 
them as to all else. 

Her train of thought had not been disturbed 
by Mrs. Metcalfs entrance, and she took up 
the conversation at the point at which it had 
been left — the idea which in a more healthy 
frame of mind would never have come to her, 
that Tina's death had been sent as a punish- 
ment to her mother. 

** If He would only have given me a little 
longer trial I was going to be different. Didn't 
He know it, do you think ? " her voice trembling 
piteously. ** He must have known, being 
omniscient. Perhaps He knew I couldn't do 
it, or perhaps He only wished to punish me for 
what I had been." 

A vague speculation as to her conception of 
God fleeted across Nollath's mind as he rose 
to go. She looked up at him. ** Going ?" she 
said, "so soon." 

** I hope to come earlier to-morrow," he said. 

She held out her hand. As he took it he 
told her that he would rather not have left her 
in tears. She withdrew her hand, and pulling 
out her handkerchief dashed it across her eyes. 
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** I shall not weep any more to-night," she 
said, letting him see her eyes, into which no 
more tears were coming. " I am always less 
morbid and foolish after you have talked to me. 
Good-night, and thank you. I won't cry any 
more to-night, silly, hysterical creature though 
I am." 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CHAPTER II. 

It had been wet all day, a wild windy day, the 
wind dashing madly over the long high cliffs, 
the rain pouring in torrents and washing away 
every vestige of the week-old snow. Towards 
evening the rain ceased, the sky cleared of its 
thick cloud, and the stars came out. 

Olive was alone to-night, and in a wild 
unsettled frame of mind. For the first time 
since coming to Sorsby she had passed a day 
without seeing NoUath. Business had called 
him to London the previous evening, and he 
would not return to Parltown until too late to 
come over to see her that day. 

She had not been out of doors, morning or 
afternoon. The morning she had spent in a 
dull occupation to which she was prone, staring 
out of the window on to cliff and sea ; the after- 
noon in looking over some magazines and 
papers that Nollath had brought her. He had 
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persuaded her to promise to look at them the 
next time she felt dull, and she had kept her 
promise — with knitted brow, and pursed-up 
lips, and divided attention. She had achieved 
no interest in them, but they had at least helped 
the afternoon to pass. She did not take any 
one of them up again after tea, but with her 
spirit growing every moment more restless and 
miserable wandered about the room. She had 
missed Nollath very much. His absence, the 
dark gloom of the storm, and her confinement 
indoors had combined to intensify the acute 
depression which came from the sore wounds 
of her bereaved heart. 

She paused before the window, and drawing 
back the curtains looked out into the night. 
The window was in a small recess. Entering 
the recess, she let the curtains fall behind her, 
and stood looking out upon the little garden, 
the stretches of cliff, the sea streaked with 
silver by the moon riding above it, and up at 
the starry sky. 

The wind was bowing the naked branches 
of a sweet-brier tree beside the window, and 
flustering the withered shrubs in the garden. 
It howled, and rushed, and blew, as if possessed 
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by a mad and boisterous glee. The sea was 
rough. The gentle moan of a few days ago 
had changed to a roar more in unison with the 
howling of the high wind. The moon*s placid 
face as she serenely looked down from her 
high seat, and the quiet starry expanse, were 
a forcible contrast to the tossing shrubs and 
tree-branches, and the turbulent waters below 
the wind-blown cliff. 

The storm-tossed earth was more attractive 
to Olive than the serene expanse of silver- 
dotted blue. She watched the swaying branches, 
and she listened to the howl raging about the 
cottage walls. The serenity of the moon and 
stars was uninteresting, but the tumultuous sea, 
and the mad race of the wind over the moon-lit 
cliff, attracted her. They were in tune with 
the unrest of her spirit. 

The rush and the turmoil, the violence of 
the rolling waves, the long, long stretches of 
silver sea on which no sign of life was visible, 
tempted her to leave the confines of her small 
room and participate in the wild freedom with- 
out. The little room — the few yards of space 
enclosed within its walls, the quietly burning 
fire, the stiff chairs and tables, the bead-eyed 
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gull for ever taken from its old free life in wind 
and wave, the quaint old bookcase, with its 
memoirs and prayer-books and old-time story 
books — was jading, irksome to her unquiet 
mind. She left the recess, flew upstairs for 
her cloak and hat, and went out into the 
storm. 

A fierce gust caught her as she passed out 
into the cold air, and nearly threw her off her 
feet against the black bare hedge enclosing 
the garden. With a half-hysterical laugh she 
righted herself, and leaning against the wind 
struggled forwards. 

The wind, tearing at her hat and winding 
her dress and cloak about her, called to her 
remembrance the night on which she had 
wished to destroy herself, the night of the 
greatest mental storm and stress of her life, 
the night when her mind had been hanging in 
the balance for a touch to sway it into the 
horrors of madness or back to assured sanity. 
It had not been directed to madness. It had 
been steered clear of the evil ; and she was 
thankful. Her heart lifted itself a little as she 
battled with the wind, glad, as far as she could 
know gladness, of her preservation. 
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But the wind was stronger and sharper than 
on that terrible night, and it was laden with the 
pungent breath of the sea. Wild, free, salt, it 
rioted over the great cliff, and it played with 
Olive in a rough and riotous fashion. But she 
laughed her half-hysterical laughter at its boister- 
ousness, and was pleased with its cold rough 
touch. She liked to lean her light weight upon 
it, and walk through the rushing stream of air, 
or to allow it to bear her unresistingly along. 
Fortunately it was not blowing in a direct line 
to the sea, or it might have been dangerous 
for her to approach the edge of the cliff, and 
in her recklessness she would have ignored the 
danger . 

In a zigzag walk — now blown in one direc- 
tion, now breasting the wind in another — she 
approached the top of a narrow path leading 
down to the shore. The wind had tired her by 
the time she reached the path, and to secure 
shelter she went a short distance down the 
path, over which, lower down, the cliff, bearing 
the brunt of the wind*s fury, cast a partial pro- 
tection from the blast. Anchoring herself to 
a big bare piece of stone, one arm thrown about 
it to steady herself, she stood in her wild wet 
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nook, With her widely-opened, restless eyes 
roving from sea to sky, from rock to cliff. 

The sea was roaring loudly, angrily, as a 
restless hungry beast. The big white waves 
crashed over the shingle and fell against the 
rocks with a sound like thunder or the volley 
of cannon. It was in a cruel mood to-night, a 
mood to wreck ships and drown men, and it 
did not hide its cruel fury. Far out from the 
shore the billows, silver-tipped by the moon^ 
light, rose and fell with a turbulence that 
augured ill for belated ships ; and the rush 
of the water against a point of cliff jutting 
forwards was fierce and strong. 

Olive was not repulsed by the cruel monster — 
hungry for men's bodies. She liked its mood, 
the fierceness and roughness. She liked the 
roar, the great boom of the waves against the 
rocks ; and she had no thought of wrecked 
ships or drowning men. 

Her blood coursed more strongly through 
her veins in response to the strength of sea 
and wind. Her mental unrest was quieted by 
their tumult. The wind's cold kiss upon her 
cheek brought a transient tinge of colour there. 
Her grey eyes gleamed in the moonlight as 
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she looked out towards the horizon. Even 
the strong odour of the seaweed was refresh- 
ing, almost exhilarating, to her. 

It was a pleasure, as much as she could 
experience pleasure, to stand there in the 
moonlight and perfect solitude. No being 
other than herself was out on the cliff to-night. 
She was alone with the magnificent sea, the 
turbulent wind, the rocks and sand. 

Boom ! A big wave dashed upon the high 
rocks, sending showers of spray high into the 
air, and looking in the moonlight like a tall 
white ghost suddenly risen from the sea. Crash 
came a smaller wave over the smaller rocks, 
engulfing them, and drenching the green 
'* sea- grass" clinging to them. Another big 
wave against the high rock, which, resisting 
the water's advance, sends a part swirling back 
in a great foaming track to meet and be 
absorbed in a succeeding wave. 

The foaming, hissing, tumbling water, send- 
ing forth its great voice in loud roarings, incited 
Olive to raise her voice and give vent to some 
of the strong emotion within her. Her sadness 
was temporarily tempered by a feeling approach- 
ing exaltation — b, half-hysterical feeling aroused 
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by the affinity of the wildness of the ever-rest- 
less sea, and the turbulent wind, with her own 
sorrow-tossed spirit. With the wind blowing 
in her black hair, and her face spattered with 
spray sent up even to her high post, she 
threw back her head, and let her voice go 
forth over rock and waves. 

It carried with it something of her mental 
pain, and was pregnant with her grief — now 
wailing in a sad monotone, now rising into 
piercing notes with a burden of anguish and 
despair. She did not articulate words, but 
let her voice, to the accompaniment of the 
roaring waters, ring out in a melody wordless 
but full of the expression coming from deep 
and powerful emotion. And her wild wordless 
singing had an effect not without benefit upon 
her. The surcharge of her grief, which had 
pressed heavily upon her all day, was lightened. 
Relieved from repression, its hold upon her 
was less fierce ; and when, exhausted, she 
returned to the cottage, her restlessness and 
the intensity of her morbid emotion had for 
the time gone. 

The morning broke bright and clear. The 
air was keen, and a thin depth of snow lay 
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here and there, on road and cliff; but the sun 
shone with mild brightness and warmth, and 
the sky, except where flecked with thin white 
clouds, was a radiant blue. 

The sea was calmer, though still rough. It 
had lost its leaden hue, and was brightly- 
coloured — purple in the distance, a dark shaded 
green near the shore. Everything was sharply 
defined in the clear atmosphere, the hills clearly 
cut against the sky, the sea's deep dark purple 
sharp against the pale green-blue into which 
the deep blue, higher up the dome of the sky, 
shaded towards the horizon. 

NoUath came over to Sorsby early. Olive 
was tired after her outing the previous night, 
and they remained indoors throughout the 
morning, but after dinner they set out for one 
of the long rambles that she liked. 

Considering the small amount of her physical 
strength, the length of Olive's walks was 
surprising. She was usually very tired after 
returning, however, but as the fatigue was a 
kind of anodyne to her misery, and brought 
sleep to her at night, she was able to give 
NoUath a good excuse for her physical 
weariness. Invariably, after the weather had 
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allowed of one of these long walks, he saw 
her the next day in a far less dreary frame 
of mind than that previous to it ; found her 
more ready to bear her "burden of life," 
more hopeful of a future re-union with Tina. 
The morbidity induced by a life of unnatural 
restraint, was lessened by the pure invigorating 
influences of nature ; and any evil effects 
that might have arisen from the fatigue were 
counteracted by the consolations which nature 
awards to those who give themselves up to 
her care. 

** I'm beginning to love the sea," Olive 
said, as they left the little garden and walked 
over the cliff away from the village. *' Don't 
be angry if I tell you I was out on the cliff* 
last night, watching it. It was grand to see 
the waves, and to hear them against the 
rocks ! I used to hate the sea. It made me 
melancholy. It does now sometimes, but 
last night and to-day I love it." 

They went down to the sand, lying yellow 
in the sunlight. Leaving the great heaps of 
pale dry grains, too distant from the sea to 
be reached even at high tide, they crossed 
a bank of pebbles, to walk on the firmer 
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part of the beach. They walked briskly on 
after reaching it ; talking, and watching the 
beauties which nature, who was prodigal in 
her displays this afternoon, exhibited to them. 

Olive discovered herself to be more suscep- 
tible to beauty than she had imagined herself 
to be. The yellow sands curving in and out, 
in and out ; the graceful slopes of the cliffs, 
and the round or rugged tops of the majestic 
hills boldly outlined against the heavens ; the 
fine colour of sea and sky ; the rocks with 
their brilliantly green weeds ; the great bare 
crags ; the fragile pink-tipped shells — she 
noticed and admired all. 

She did not ask herself how it was she was 
able to do so, why she, only a few weeks pre- 
viously wretchedly seeking a suicide's grave, 
only the day before the prey of keenest sorrow, 
should so far put aside her misery as to be able 
to take pleasure in these simple things — things 
which a year ago she would have laughed at 
as being incapable of affecting her. When 
with NoUath she was less inclined to intro- 
spection than when alone, and, talking with 
him, she did not pause for unhealthy analysis 
of her feelings. 
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He had the gift, given him by the affinity 
of his mind with hers, of allaying her morbid 
emotions. He never jarred with her mood, 
whatever that mood might be ; never uttered 
words which by any chance could be twisted 
into stabs for her sensitive spirit. 

He had set himself to the task of awakening 
her to a new life, and he brought his energies 
to bear upon his purpose as completely as, 
perhaps with more success than, he had done 
upon his wider work — his plans and work for 
social reform. He could not here, unless he 
wished to ruin his project, give scope to the 
harder side of his temper; he was compelled 
to the mildest of methods by his pity and 
by his common sense. And the hardness 
changed perforce to endurance, giving him a 
greater patience than he possessed in larger 
and less personal matters. He found this 
personal work, this manipulation of a delicate 
mind enshrined in a body the natural powers 
of which had been repressed and neglected, 
more attractive — at any rate for the time being 
— than the many-sided projects of his London 
life. 

They walked a long distance, turning back 
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as the sun was setting behind a mass of purple 
clouds. The sky was an expanse of brilliant 
colour. Behind the great grey crags was a 
sheet of deep pure blue, the blue, seawards, 
deepening to pink and then to purple, and 
casting soft pink streaks upon the sea. Nearer 
the horizon the colour of the sky was lighter, 
passing from purple, through shades of green, 
to a brilliant tract of greenish yellow. 

As the sun slowly sank, and the brilliancy 
faded, the beauty still lingered in softened tones. 
The sea, darkening in reflection with the sky, 
became a deep dark purple, the creamy-white 
waves foaming along the shore alone breaking 
the sheet of rich purple. Slowly the stars 
came out, the bright evening star shining clear 
and distinct above a dark crag. 

The dusk crept softly over sky and sea and 
sands, and the stars shone brighter. When 
Olive and Rupert reached the cottage, they 
stood looking up at a sky brilliant with myriads 
of scintillating jewels. The air was frosty, and 
the starlight clear. Jupiter shone brightly, 
his steady light noticeable among throngs of 
twinkling luminaries. The Milky Way hung 
like a brilliant cloud, and stars too distant to 
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show themselves other than faintly, looked like 
little seed-pearls set amid flashing diamonds. 

*' I don't think I have ever seen so many 
stars before/' Olive said. Her face was calm as 
she looked up at the encrusted sky, her eyes 
softer and less restless. NoUath's face was the 
more restless of the two. The night exerted 
a calming influence upon her, but to him the 
brilliant heavens were not suggestive of rest 
and calm. 

" Doesn t it remind you of Marlowe's lines ? ' 
he asked her — 

" * Our souls, whose faculties can comprehend 
The wondrous architecture of the world. 
And measure every planet's course, 
Still climbing after knowledge infinite. 
And always moving as the restless spheres, 
Will us to wear ourselves, and never rest 
Until we reach the ripest fruit of all' " 

She repeated the last two lines. ** There's 
something I like in them," she said, ** At one 
time I should have thought them stupid. Now 
I can understand that the pursuit of knowledge 
may have its joys — not for myself, but for 
people more fortunately constituted. All I 
want is " Her face darkened. ** All I 
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want is that something that I shall never get 
— rest." 

** It is natural for you to think so now," he 
said, ignoring the hopelessness of her remark. 
" After storm we most of us wish to rest awhile. 
Yet isn't it a fact that rest is sometimes found 
where least expected — in work, in apparent un- 
rest ? " 

** It may be so," she replied, remembering that 
her nearest approach to ease was found in activity, 
in " unrest." Ah, had she but known the truth 
when her darling was with her, how she would 
have roused herself from her unhealthy apathy ; 
how she would have exerted her cramped brain 
and body for her little one's happiness ! 

As she spoke a star fell. The bright speck 
flashed across a portion of the heavens, and 
disappeared, swallowed in the darkness. 

Whither had it gone ? Was it still, though 
hidden from their sight, falling, falling, falling ? 
Or had it been attracted by some planet, con- 
sumed by some star ? Olive was half interested 
in the fate of the unlucky meteor, half disposed 
to dive into the mysteries of astronomical lore 
for food for conjecture as to the destination of 
the fallen star — its possible doom. 
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NoUath, when he left the cottage that night, 
was in good spirits, with high hopes. To see 
Olive calmer, less morbid, interested — though 
the interest was feeble, evanescent — in things 
outside her terrible sorrows, was a great 
encouragement to him. True it was only that 
it was one of her " best days." To-morrow 
she might be as dejected as on any former 
day. Her improvement was not a point 
securely gained — to-morrow she might have 
fallen back. Nevertheless, even a temporary 
improvement of mind and spirit was a mile- 
stone on the road of her advance towards 
recovery ; and he was glad to see it. 
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CHAPTER III. 

The next milestone that NoUath was able to 
observe in Olivers progress was when there 
was awakened in her a consciousness of mental 
needs. 

In the acuteness of her grief, her mind 
hitherto had been impenetrable to any con- 
sciousness of the kind. Her new need was a 
sign that her faculties were not so completely 
overpowered by her misery as they had been — 
a sign that they were struggling forth from the 
enshrouding grief. It was not that her grief 
was less, but that her emotions were becoming 
less morbid. 

The knowledge of her want did not improve 
her spirits. It excited restlessness, dissatis- 
faction, and sometimes depression. 

Nature's beauties failed to please her when 
burdened with a sense of this new lack. She 
tried to interest herself in Nollath's ideas, 

157 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



158 THE SPIRIT OF LOVE. 

books, work. An interest was hard to achieve. 
She cared for none of the ideals, none of the 
aims of the Progressive spirit of the age. 
What mattered it to her whether the world 
progressed or retrograded ? whether it was 
mended or ended? Her world was no more. 
What did she care for this tedious old world 
in which was no single thing to please her, 
nothing to fill the terrible void in her heart? 
Her strongest wish in connection with it was 
to leave it — its ways and its cares, its goodness 
and its badness. 

Occasionally, however, she came across ideas 
in his books which, because she differed from 
them, roused her to a little speech and a little 
thought. 

** These books of yours," she said to Nollath 
one day, after the dull passage of half an hour 
in looking over one of them, '' speak of life as 
a grand thing, a noble gift; but to me life 
seems chiefly a living for the satisfaction of 
animal needs. That is what it all hinges upon. 
We eat of the earth's substance, then we die, 
leaving others to continue our work. Some- 
times to look on life as it really is inclines 
me to scepticism. Possibly I may become a 
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sceptic, and believe neither in hell nor in 
heaven nor in God ; and then my hope of 
seeing Tina would be dashed from me. Who 
knows ?'* drearily ; ** perhaps my love for Tina 
is a selfish despicable emotion worthy of no 
reward — useless, foolish. Perhaps all love, if 
we go deeply into it, is selfish. Perhaps the 
world would be better devoid of emotion — 
there would be no suffering then, no injustice, 
no wrong. You see where I am getting to, 
Mr. Nollath. Everything to me, some day, 
will be a dreary monotone — nothing very good, 
nothing very bad ; nothing ugly, nothing 
beautiful. All alike in one great thing — their 
dissatisfactoriness.** 

She threw back her head on her graceful 
neck with a scornful gesture. 

** Nature," she scoffed, "nature! They tell us 
we may find God in nature — in nature, forsooth, 
cruel, blood-stained, murderous nature. They 
go forth, these good people, well-fed, well-clad, 
honest and respectable souls ; and in the 
pleasant contented mood coming of these 
things they look up at the blue sky and the 
leafy trees, and the flowers and birds and 
hills, and blandly exclaim— * How beautiful is 
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nature ! How wisely and lovingly hath God 
ordained all things ! Does not nature speak 
to us in clear language of her Ruler — God ? ' 
And the bright-eyed bird swallows the poor, 
wriggling worm, and the wasps sting, and the 
spider gobbles up its victim, and still these 
people say — * What lessons of love and wisdom 
may we not learn from nature ! ' Poor, self- 
satisfied, dull-witted creatures ! Cannot they 
see that nature is a vast slaughter-house ? 
Are their limbs so cumbered with fat that their 
minds have grown sleepy, and they cannot lift 
the veil of Nature's beauty and see behind it 
her cruelty ? 

** It may be," she added more quietly, 
" that my knowledge of nature is imperfect, 
that deeper knowledge would reveal the love 
that I cannot now see. But I don't find 
the knowledge in Bible teachings. Faith is 
an absurdity to people like me. I am not 
sufficiently smug and sleek to walk blindly and 
with my ears stopped. I can see the blood on 
the broken-winged bird, and the pain and 
terror in its eye, and I can hear the cry of 
things in pain, however brightly the sun may 
shine, however blue the sky. To believe in 
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God I must separate Him from nature. He 
must be a Spirit, appealing to man's spiritual 
nature only, and having no part in the carnage 
of nature. Nature brutalises, vulgarises every- 
thing. I remember once, on a chance visit to 
a farmhouse, I saw a sow with a litter of eight 
or nine little ones. They were sucking at the 
creature, fighting, struggling, kicking, squealing. 
Wherever she moved, there they were, eager 
for their food, bothering, teasing her. She 
kicked them away, and they ran, but they were 
back in a minute. Then she lay down, and 
they rushed jubilantly at her, poking their 
snouts into her, only however to find that she 
had laid in a position in which they could not 
get to her. So they set up a loud chorus of 
disappointed squeals, and she lay in her mud 
unmindful of them, crunching a bit of crust 
she had picked up. And I thought as I looked 
at them that that was nature's idea of maternal 
and filial love. Nature vulgarises, materialises 
our highest conceptions. Look deep into 
nature's apparent good and you find self, self, 
self at the bottom of it all ! " 

Nollath laughed aloud. They were standing 
in Mrs. Metcalfs garden, she just outside the 
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door, he further down the path, smoking. She 
was momentarily offended by his laughter. 
She had spoken seriously, and she wished her 
words to be regarded seriously. 

A vague general dissatisfaction with her life 
oppressed her this afternoon — not a keen hatred 
such as had before been hers, but a dreary dis- 
content. She had spent the morning brooding 
over her sorrows, not in keen misery, but in 
rebellion against them, and in asking herself the 
why and the wherefore of them. Why should 
she be called upon to suffer as she had done ? 
What had she done that she should be thus 
tortured ? She had ended her meditations in 
a burst of tears over her loss, in weeping over 
the emptiness of her mother-arms, in acute 
longings for Tina's little form to clasp and 
kiss, for Tina's small voice to lisp words of 
love to her. 

NoUath on arriving had found her with red- 
rimmed eyes, and they were red yet. Gould 
he not see the traces of her grief, and was it 
kind of him to laugh ? She looked reproach- 
fully at him, and he checked his laughter. 
He had laughed because he was amused, but 
also because the vigour of her denunciations 
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pleased him. Despite her red-rimmed eyes 
she was growing stronger. 

''You re dull, Mrs. Trevelyan,'* he said, ** and 
I don't wonder. Nature, notwithstanding your 
strictures of her, is very beautiful ; but she isn't 
adapted to satisfy all our needs. You're tired 
of the dulness of the place. I wish I could 
get you interested in something. Nature's 
beauty is delightful as a sauce, but it's rather 
unsubstantial as a joint." 

Olive laughed a little at the phrase, and told 
him that he was vulgarising nature by his 
comparisons ; but the laugh quickly died from 
her face, leaving it restless and discontented. 

As he rode back to Parltown he tried to think 
of some means of interesting her, but it is diffi- 
cult to find objects for those whose capacity for 
interest is infinitesimal, and he could decide on 
nothing. 

When he reached the cottage the following 
morning, he found her sitting in the parlour, 
one of his books on her knee. She did not 
rise on seeing him, but looked up from the 
book as he entered. The sun, shining bril- 
liantly, was casting pale streaks upon the table 
by which she sat, throwing a golden patch 
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upon her dress, touching her hair and lending 
radiance to her eyes. They were soft, humid, 
as they raised themselves to meet his, and the 
lids had a touch of their old dreamy languor. 

•* Tm going to read you something," she 
said, after she had shaken hands with him. 
He bent down, looking over her shoulder, and 
saw that she was holding an old book of his 
—Dr. Martineau*s " Hours of Thought." ** It 
attracted me, this one passage, for two reasons. 
One because it speaks of love, and reminds me 
of Tina; the other because it seems to me 
that there's something of it in you." 

** Indeed ? " he responded, a slight tinge of 
red rising over his dark face. 

" rU read it to you. Here it is. ' There 
is a humane love, which constitutes perhaps the 
highest form of unselfish feeling. It finds its 
objects among the miserable, and attaches itself 
to them in proportion to their woes. In human 
pity there is a strange combination of repul- 
sion and attraction, which it is the paradox of 
philosophy to state, and the mercy of God to 
ordain ; it cannot bear the sight of wretched- 
ness, and yet can never leave it. To no ear 
are the cries of anguish so piercing, yet it 
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hovers within the circle where they wander, 
and flies to the centre whence they come/ " 

The red deepened on NoUath's face. He 
was not, some people said, at all overburdened 
with modesty, but he was much embarrassed 
by her frank laudation. Knowing himselt 
better than she knew him, he felt rather as a 
man guilty of dishonesty might feel if praised 
for his integrity ; and as if he had in some way 
contrived to act the part of an unconscious 
hypocrite. 

He knew that his '* humane love ** was largely 
tempered by human hate, human impatience 
with those who opposed his projects, and 
decided human preferences for certain speci- 
mens of humanity not attracting him because 
of their sorrows. If he possessed the ** humane 
love " at all, it was in a small measure. There 
was within the range of his thoughts someone 
to whom the words might apply, but that some- 
one was not himself. It was someone to whom 
he had been writing that morning as he could 
not have written to any other, his sweet and 
gentle cousin Muriel. 

" That, I suppose," Olive went on dreamily, 
** is unpersonal love ; love such as Christ bore 
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and taught ; love of a world, not of a person ; 
love of persons devoid of attraction in them- 
selves ; love transcending all other loves, even 
that of a mother ? " 

A change in her face struck him as he 
lounged by the window, looking down at her. 
Her lips were apart in a dreamy smile, her 
eyes were dreamy, the lashes drooping almost 
to her cheek. She reminded him of herself as 
she had once been, though her cheeks were 
haggard, her gown shabby, her hair roughly 
arranged. He recalled her as he had first seen 
her, sitting in the Deanery garden, elegant, 
languid, as indifferent to his influence as to 
the chatter Gilbert poured into her ear. Tina 
had been with her, her little paw fingering a 
bit of her mother's white gown. Poor little 
Tina! Unfortunate little Tina, in that she 
should never see her mother — as he trusted 
to one day see her — happy, clear-headed, 
stronger in body and mind. 

Her words proved that her capacity for 
giving attention to things outside her troubles, 
had increased. He was glad to learn it, know- 
ing it to be a proof that the oppression of her 
painful emotion had been lessened. 
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She could temporarily withdraw her mind 
from contemplation of her loss. If her mind 
could be gradually weaned from the dominion of 
excessive emotion, could be gradually directed 
to life, not death, it would be strengthened and 
her morbidity weakened. The pity was that, 
so far as he could judge, there was nothing 
under the sun capable of sustaining her atten- 
tion, — no pursuit, no study, no interest. 

The days passed on with apparent monotony, 
their only changes — from wet to fine, from 
cold to warm ; NoUath's arrival early or his 
arrival late ; Olive sometimes restless, some- 
times calm, sometimes crying out with miser- 
able, strong yearnings for her lost little daughter, 
sometimes hopeful of a happy re-union. Her 
mental and physical improvement was slow, 
but it did not cease. The hatred of life, the 
morbid remorse, passed, and the dull endurance 
by degrees became illumined by faint desires 
for life. 

On some days these desires revivified her, 
changing her for the time completely. She 
would come out into the fresh morning air, 
and look out over the great cliff and sea, with 
an alertness and eagerness that she had never 
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before — not even before Tina's death — known. 
There would be colour in her cheeks, bright- 
ness in her eyes ; her pose not entirely des- 
titute of vigour, her lips not deeply curved 
downwards. 

She was a new creature sometimes on these 
clear cold winter mornings, — the expanse of 
frosty blue sky ; the wintry sun*s mild radiance ; 
the sea, murmuring, crashing, dashing, roaring 
against the dark rocks ; the gulls flying on high, 
their breasts flashing white in the sunlight 
— all inspiriting and cheering her. The sharp 
air exhilarated her. Who could be morbid 
breathing its strong salt breath ? Strength was 
the keynote of these mornings, of the long 
landscape before her — strength and the joy of 
life. And should not her spirit rise in tune 
with the strong and joyous note ? 

Strong sea, mighty ocean, ever restless, ever 
moving, playing in the sunshine like a mighty 
beast grown good-natured through satiation. 
Strong cliff, rugged, storm-battered, yet strong 
to resist the encroachments of the strong sea. 
Strong air — air sharp, cutting, killing to those 
unable to bear its rude kiss, but exhilarating to 
those who could. Strong sun, a very god in 
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power ; and vast firmament, smiling in the 
quiet strength of Immovability. And the 
strong and beautiful gulls, with their keen 
enjoyment of their vast domain of air, and sky, 
and sea, and sun. All spoke of the joy of life. 
Life! She felt it thrilling in her veins, 
pulsing, throbbing in her heart. She had 
longed for death. On these days she desired 
life — life strong, free, happy as that of the 
beautiful gulls. Her love of life was almost a 
passionate one at these times. Death ? No, 
no. What did she want with death ? She 
had powers ; she felt them within her. Let 
her not starve them but use them, and they 
would be a joy to her, a blessing to others. 
Death? No, no. Life! Life! 

** 'Tis life, not death, for which you pant, 
Tis life whereof your nerves are scant, 
More life and fuller that you want." 

That was it. That was what these grand 
mornings told her. Ah ! If only Tina had 
been with her to participate in her new-found 
joys and hopes. 

But a reaction would come, and instead of 
hope and joy would be weariness and sadness. 
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Her appreciation of NoUath^s friendship — 
novel, like her joy of life — ^however, was a 
strong power against morbidity. It excited in 
her a desire to see his mind better, to under- 
stand his aims, to be of more interest to him. 
To do and to be this necessitated occupying 
her mind more by reading and thinking of the 
matters which interested him, and she endea- 
voured to so occupy it. 

Pleased at the turn her mind had taken, 
seeing in it an answer to his wish for her, 
he was a willing guide to her in her search 
after knowledge. At first her interest was 
fictitious, assumed to please him, but later 
she found her new studies of life as an 
open window into a life which had its attrac- 
tions, which engaged faculties that before had 
fretted her because of their inaction. 

She did not at this time think clearly, prac- 
tically. She was too dreamy in her novel 
studies, too absorbed in new feelings awakening 
in her. She did not accept NoUath's ideas 
and opinions unquestioningly, but she made no 
effort to really understand her own as she 
formed them ; they were vague, dreamy. 

As for Nollath, he brought all his mental 
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powers into use to guide her to what might 
prove attractive channels of thought for her. 
Whatsoever of tact, intelligence, good judg- 
ment he possessed he brought to bear upon 
his purpose, and though he made mistakes 
sometimes he was successful as a whole. 

His methods would not have commended 
themselves to everybody. Good moralists 
might have frowned upon some of them. 
When, for instance, having talked of the merits 
of self-abnegation, she conceived the idea that 
she in remaining apart from her ordinary duties 
in life was guilty of selfishness, he did his best 
to eliminate the idea from her mind. The 
thought of returning to the house of dreary 
memories, of submitting herself again to her 
husband's influence, was sufficient, despite her 
comparative strength, to throw her into a state 
of nervous prostration. Every nerve and 
instinct shrank from the idea, and Nollath*s 
pooh-poohing of the thought was a relief as 
from a, heavy burden. 

Why, he argued, should she wish to return 
to George.'^ She was nothing to him. She 
could not add to his comfort. Such a sacrifice 
was useless, and therefore foolish, not com* 
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mendable. There were so many worthy altars 
calling out for sacrifice, and far, far better to 
sacrifice on them, bringing forth good fruit 
of the sacrifice, not the ashes of uselessness. 
Perhaps at heart she did not accept this 
rendering of the doctrine of self-abnegation. 
Perhaps, deep in her mind, now that she 
was capable of occasionally thinking of duty, 
she did not see her conduct as he saw — or 
professed to see — it. But she gladly strove 
to accept his dictum, and to give herself up to 
joys which seemed to be opening out a new 
and delightful world to her. 

As her interest in her studies of life and 
death, of the mysteries of space, of earth, the 
problems of many things, increased, she was 
enabled to more completely forget her disagree- 
able and depressing arrUre pens^, and she 
lived in what was practically a dream — seeing, 
believing, enjoying as she listed, and forgetting 
the disagreeable things which in real life mar 
the perfectness of dreamland. 

Still, being idealistic, and in reality not so 
selfish as she appeared, she was not content to 
have her dream one only of mental and physical 
enjoyment. Though incapable of an act of 
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great self-sacrifice, her spirituality craved some 
answering element in her dream. 

It was not religion she craved for. Religion, 
to her mind, offered her an altar of self-sacrifice 
which she trembled to contemplate, and so 
banished from her dream. Religion was a 
goad, to send her, if she yielded to its urging, 
back to her husband. 

Her conception of religion consisted of 
a demand, firstly : that she should be a good 
wife and mother; secondly, that she should 
be gentle and kind and charitable, giving 
of her surplus to the poor. She could not 
be a good wife, she considered ; and with 
regard to the secondary duties they were too 
easy of accomplishment to satisfy her spiritual 
desires. When free from her mad frenzy she 
was naturally, without effort, of a gentle and 
kindly spirit. She wanted something more to 
aim at, yet something short of the sacrifice of 
returning home. 

NoUath lent himself to her mood, and to- 
gether they built themselves an ideal of life, 
finding it a pleasant pastime. Ideals in a 
sense are dreams, and Olive's willing oblivion 
to practical affairs made hers so in an especial 
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d^ree. She was not to act — she was too 
weak as yet for action — ^but to think. She 
was not to see the actual with its drawbacks 
to happiness, but the beautiful all-perfect ideal. 

It was an ideal built on complete self-abne- 
gation, but only, NoUath impressed upon her, 
intelligent, useful self-sacrifice. Theirs was not 
to be the folly of a useless sacrifice of self. 
This reservation was necessary to dispel the 
doubts which her conscientiousness would 
otherwise have raised. 

And gradually she grew stronger and brighter, 
and almost happy in her pleasant dreaming 
by the sea. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

" I THINK ril run over to Fuzzby Hall this 
morning — ^perhaps dine there, and return by the 
8.30/ The Dean and Lady Muriel were at 
breakfast one February morning nearly three 
weeks after Marian's wedding. " I wish you 
could have gone with me, dear. By the way," 
with a glance at a letter lying unopened by 
his wife's plate, "from whom is your note?'* 

"It is in Ru*s handwriting," she replied. 
"Shall I pass it to you?" 

She looked tired and pale in the cold grey 
light falling through the high window, and her 
eyes were heavy and purple-rimmed. She 
leant forward and gently tossed the letter over 
to the Dean. He opened it and scanned its 
contents. He laid it down with an expression 
of disgust. 

" Openly acknowledged vice is bad," he said, 
" but the man who is so steeped in hypocrisy 
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that he can unblushingly parade his vice as 

virtue is ** He paused, as if finding no 

adjective strong enough to express himself 
with. 

**Yes," Lady Muriel replied, **it is very 
sad." 

Her tone was absent, and the Dean was a 
little surprised by her indifference. Nollath 
had of old been an object of great interest to 
her, and an object of great affection. 

Certainly of late she had been given to fits 
of abstraction, times when her mind seemed 
occupied with some idea she did not venture 
to speak, and when she seemed to have small 
cognizance of what was going on about her. 
She usually awoke from her abstraction with 
a start — often to call her boys about her, to 
play as noisily as they listed ; or, if the Dean 
was alone, to follow him to his study and sit 
beside him while he read or wrote. The Dean 
was especially tender in his manner towards her 
in these days, humouring her every wish. 

After breakfast they went into the library, 
and Lady Muriel read the letter. The greater 
part of it consisted of entreaties that she would 
not judge his — and especially Olive's — conduct 
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with the judgment that a woman of the world 
might have been expected to pass upon it. 

Had Nollath but known it, his entreaties 
were unnecessary. The things of the outside 
world— virtue or vice, joy or sorrow — were not 
capable of attracting Lady MurieFs attention. 
Nothing outside her home, the dear, dear home 
she believed that she was soon to leave for 
ever, could occupy her thoughts. 

Her mind was pervaded by the idea that 
when her child was born she must die, and her 
heart was centred on the wish to use the short 
time left her, for the work she loved best — the 
service of her dear ones. She was possessed 
by an aching desire to tend and serve and 
please them. 

She jealously concealed her fears from them, 
being, except during her fits of abstraction, 
mildly bright, gently merry. " Mummy is very 
jolly,'' the little boys said when she joined 
in their play, never checking or damping their 
high spirits, but glad to witness their boyish 
glee. Only at night, when she bent over them 
as they slept, there was sorrow amounting to 
agony in her soft mild eyes, and her low brow 
was knit in the pain of the conviction that 
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these, her boys, must soon lose her tender care, 
must soon bear the sad name of motherless. 

So Nollath's letter did not strike her as at 
another time it would have done. The Dean 
was angry that Nollath should have dared to 
write of his guilty love to his pure Muriel, but 
she did not share his anger. She did not dwell 
upon Nollath's wickedness. In some portions 
of his letter she discerned a love for Olive of 
the strength of which he seemed unconscious, 
and a momentary tinge of envy was hers. 
Upon their love the shadow of the grave did 
not hang as it hung upon hers. 

The letter, with its burden of love, reminded 
her of letters written her by the Dean during 
his wooing. The love expressed had been dif- 
ferent — hotter, more passionate — in the Dean*s 
letters ; but both breathed love, and for this 
reason seemed similar, to Lady MurieFs 
•abstracted mind. 

** Were you to ask me, Muriel, whether I had 
done right or wrong I should not be able to 
answer you. 

** I have not sinned as the world counts sin 
— you will be able to believe me, Muriel — 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE SPIRIT OF LOVE. 1 79 

but whether or no I have sinned in the spirit I 
could not say. It is as deep a puzzle, as inex- 
plicable a complication, as human nature itself. 

** Sometimes I think I have done right in 
benefiting a fellow-creature despite the * appear- 
ance of evil,* and all the filth an evil-minded 
world may shower upon us ; at others, it 
seems to me that a better way might have 
been found, and that I have acted wrongly. 
Now it seems to me that I have acted un- 
selfishly, the spring of my action being care for 
her welfare ; then a little whisper comes to my 
ear, telling me that I acted for love of myself, 
to save myself the pain of refraining from help- 
ing to comfort her in her great grief. . . . 

" I have my consolations, even amid my 
haunting doubts. You should see her as I see 
her sometimes, when the wind has made her 
cheeks rosy, when her eyes are bright and the 
look of misery has left them. She is like a new 
woman. Perhaps you have thought her a dull, 
bored woman, allowing life to slip past her in 
listless indifference, silent because caring for 
nothing, almost stupid in apathetic disregard 
for things about her. She is not so now. 

** She is awakening to life — not the dreary life 
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of her past, which, refusing her scope for the 
use of her special range of faculties, made her 
existence rather as an unhealthy sleep broken 
by unpleasant dreams ; but a life useful, happy, 
free. And when she has fully entered on this 
life, she will be neither dull nor bored, but 
charming to those to whom her temperament 
appeals — the finer, nobler, less petty and trifling 
minds, to whom chatter is distinguishable from 
brilliancy and wit, and whose lives are not 
bound up in gossip and dress. 

** Dear Muriel, I know that I must have greatly 
pained you, that I must have sinned against 
your strongest convictions. Yet, Muriel, dear 
cousin, I beg you not to think of me as others 
will. And when others blame her, and pour 
upon her the vile emanations of their loathsome 
minds, will you remain uninfluenced by the evil 
scandal, and believe her as pure, though neither 
so good nor so loving, as yourself ? Will you 
think it, Muriel ? You once told me that I was 
a good boy when we were children together. 
Am I not the same boy now ? And will you 
not believe that I am not the man they will make 
me out to be ? Will you be very kind in your 
thoughts of her ? 
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** To write to some people as I am writing 
to you would be absurd and assuredly useless. 
If I were not aware of the crystal purity of 
your mind I would not so write. But I do 
write. I know that you will not be able to 
exonerate her from all blame, and I do not 
ask you to do so. All I ask is that you will 
think of her as a woman too pure to sin deeply, 
but not strong enough, nor, perhaps, noble 
enough, to find happiness where better women 
may find it — in a life of self-sacrifice.'* 

Lady Muriel laid the letter upon her lap. The 
Dean was sitting in his big leather-seated writing- 
chair, she in a chair drawn close beside his. 
She laid her hand upon his arm, and smiled. 

" Doesn't it remind you of our love-letters, 
dear ? " she said, softly. 

The Dean could hardly believe his ears. 
His Muriel to be comparing this guilty evil 
love with the love which had blossomed into 
their happy marriage ! 

** He loves her very much, though he doesn't 
seem to know it. Doesn't it remind you of our 
love, Eustace ? How happy we were ! As 
they are." 
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Her words horrified him. The comparison 
of Nollath's debasing love with the elevating 
love which irradiated his, the Dean s, life, was 
odious to his most honourable feelings. It 
would have been intolerable to him had he 
not seen the abstracted look on her face. But 
he knew that her weakness had so bound her 
that she was not fully responsible for her words, 
not fully realising the things about her ; and 
he would not risk paining her by a rebuke. 
He took the little hand in his and gently 
pressed it. 

** Were we not happy, you ask me, Muriel. 
I,'* smiling, ** should ask — are we not happy ? '' 

** Oh yes, yes ! " she cried, quickly. " I didn't 
mean that, Eustace." 

He took up Nollath's letter and threw it into 
the fire. There was a little vengefulness in 
the action, for he was sincerely offended by 
Nollath's conduct, and the fire beneath the 
usually calm exterior sometimes crept out 
despite the pressure upon it of his strong will. 

**What shall I say to Marian about you, 
Muriel ? *' he asked. " She will want to know 
when you will visit her new home.** 

** I hope she will come and see me soon," 
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Lady Muriel replied, and the Dean did not 
notice the evasiveness of the answer. 

She lunched with the children, as she usually 
did when alone, and after seeing them set out 
for their afternoon's walk she went to her 
pretty blue morning-room. She drew her 
chair near the high narrow window, and looked 
out upon the garden. 

The weather was mild for the time of 
year, and a few early flowers had sprung up, 
while some of the trees were growing green 
with the rich, fresh green of young buds. 
Spring was coming, to renew the life of flower 
and shrub ; to bring forth a new covering of 
fresh young grass for mother earth ; to re- 
clothe the trees with their thick mantle of 
leaves. Spring was to renew life which was 
to gradually broaden until beneath the summer 
sun it reached its greatest beauty and ripe- 
ness. 

Muriel looked out upon the young flowerets, 
believing it to be the last spring she should 
see. As the life born of spring was matured 
into beauty and strength, her life was to droop 
and fade, until when beneath the summer sun 
the flowers opened their widest and richest 
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blooms, and the shrubs and trees donned their 
thickest foliage, she was — to die. Lifeless 
amidst the plenitude of life ! Cold in the 
warmth of the long hot days! She thought 
these things dully as she sat by the window ; 
too dully for them to arouse much feeling 
in her. 

She was tired, her eyelids weighing heavily 
over her eyes. She closed them, and leant her 
small, early-silvered head against the back of 
her chair. She could not sleep, but was in a 
state bordering on sleep. 

The service at the Cathedral was proceed- 
ing. It was more distinctly audible in this 
room than in any other of the house, and 
she listened with closed eyes to the chanting 
of the responses and the psalms. She did 
not know what psalms were being sung, and 
so lost the triumphant ring of the words of 
the 128th, which was one of the psalms of 
the day. 

" Blessed are all they that fear the Lord : 
and walk in His ways. 

**For thou shalt eat the labours of thine 
hands : O well is thee, and happy shalt thou 
be. 
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** Thy wife shall be as the fruitful vine : upon 
the walls of thine house. 

** Thy children like the olive-branches : round 
about thy table. 

** Lo, thus shall the man be blessed : that 
feareth the Lord." 

Not having the words to add to the music 
she did not take in their joyousness, and the 
monotonous chant seemed melancholy to her 
depressed spirit. The jubilation of the Magni- 
ficat did not strike answering chords within 
her, her spirit failing to ascend with the joyful 
outpourings of the Virgin- Mother. As in a 
half-slumber she heard the Nunc Dimittis 
commence, the melody rolling to her in a deep, 
soft sound, muffled by its passage through the 
massive walls. 

" Lord — now lettest Thou Thy servant — 
depart — in pe — ace : ac — cording to Thy 
word." 

The slow measure, dirge-like, solemn. Her 
eyelids quivered, moistened by her tears. It 
might be taken as her dirge, sung to her this 
quiet February afternoon, as, weak and tired, 
she sat alone in her pretty room. Her lips 
opened to murmur — ** My children, my chil- 
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dren ! " then closed in their usual expression of 
sweet patience. 

Their dear lips — she felt them on her cheek ! 
Their sweet caresses, which she valued above 
all the comforts of her pleasant home ! Their 
little hands were about her neck, pressing upon 
her with joyous cries of ** Mummy, mummy ! " 

** Lord — now lettest Thou Thy servant — 
depart — in pe — ace : ac — cording to Thy 
word." 

She did not get further than these words, 
her mind mechanically clinging to them and 
setting them to the music time after time. 
" Now lettest Thou Thy servant depart in 
peace." Simeon, it would appear, desired the 
end of his life s journey. It was not painful to 
him to contemplate death. And she must be 
resigned to what was God's will for her. 

Resigned ? It was but a word. 

She was giving way to a tempest of grief 
to which the gentle, reserved woman, with her 
power, wonderful in one so weak, of concealing 
her troubles from those whom she loved, lest 
she should sadden them ; of forgetting her own 
fears and sorrows in their joys, was not prone. 
Never before had she wept as she wept now, 
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her usually patient brow knit in agony, her lips 
damp with perspiration. 

Her cries, low, but carrying a world of 
anguish in them — " My children ! my children ! 
my dear little children ! ** 

** Lord — now lettest Thou Thy servant — 
depart — in pe — ace : ac — cording to Thy 
word." 

For the moment the thought came to her 
that God was cruel — cruel to her little ones, her 
innocent children, in taking her from them at a 
time when they most needed a mother's care. 
But the moment was very short, the thought 
thrust from her in horror at her wicked rebellion 
against the Divine will. Doubtless God knew 
what was best. 

She had no doubt but that she was to die. 
This afternoon the presentiment was deepened 
into a feeling of certainty. 

The children were returning. She heard 
them in the garden. There was music in their 
voices — not ear-music, they were too shrill, but 
heart-music for her. They would be upstairs 
directly. When she was alone they were 
always at once by her side after being out of 
doors. She checked her tears by the force of 
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her great love, and dried her eyes. She drew 
the blind down, and sat away from the window. 
Their sharp little eyes must not detect traces of 
tears. They would be sorry when she was 
gone. Let them be glad while she was with 
them. 

Marian, at the time that Lady Muriel was 
listening to her boys* voices in the garden, was 
talking of her step-mother. She and the Dean 
were on the terrace running along the front of 
the Hall, awaiting Fuzzby to go with them to 
the stables. It was of NoUath's letter and its 
effect upon Lady Muriel that Marian was 
inquiring, thinking that it might have had an 
upsetting effect upon delicate Lady Muriel. 
The Dean was able to re-assure her by de- 
scribing his wife's indifference to the letter, and 
she gave a promise to visit the Deanery on 
the morrow. She had not been since her 
marriage. 

Fuzzby, jaunty and self-satisfied, appeared 
on the terrace. Marian and her father were 
looking out upon the wide undulating park 
stretching beyond them. Fine old trees 
studded it, and it was backed by a range of 
hills. Fuzzby thought that they were admiring 
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the view, and inquired if the Dean considered 
the removal of a couple of chestnut trees from 
before the terrace an improvement. 

" Tm getting Theo into the way of admiring 
scenery, aren't I, Theo ?'' Marian said. 

" Yes, pet, and Tm getting you into the way 
of cross-country riding, am I not ? ** 

Fuzzby during his honeymoon had con- 
ceived the brilliant idea of calling his wife 
"pet." He did not care to call her Marian 
plainly, unadjectived, and had puzzled his brain 
for several hours one morning, trying to decide 
upon the nicest term of endearment. The one 
chosen sounded rather odd coming from so 
small a man to so tall a woman, but Marian, 
whose fondness for her good-hearted little 
husband was making her into a very good 
wife, would not tell him so. And Fuzzby 
liked to be a little original, he said, and ** not 
many men call their wives * pet.' It was 
usually- * dear,* or * my love.* Odd, the lack of 
originality in some men.'* 

They visited first a little mare which Fuzzby 
had recently bought for Marian. Marian, who 
before her marriage had rarely ridden, had not 
yet ventured out in the hunting-field, but 
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Fuzzby, who was eager to see his beautiful 
wife in the wake of the hounds, since their 
return home had been schooling her for cross- 
country riding. She had a good hand, a firm 
seat, and plenty of pluck, so that he expected 
soon to have the pleasure of playing pilot 
to her. Hunting was his favourite sport, 
though the belief he cherished that he was a 
** bruising *' rider, was a mistaken one. 

Marian rubbed the mare*s velvety nose, and 
patted the glossy hide. Vivia was a beautiful 
creature, and a great favourite with her mistress, 
though she was a little wicked sometimes, and 
required some riding. But Marian's high spirit 
and strong young wrists were equal to the task, 
and she had found an addition to her pleasures 
in the long gallops across the park which she 
and Fuzzby took every morning. 

Leaving Vivia, they visited other tenants of 
the wide stalls and deep boxes. It was a 
pleasant way of passing an hour, even* to the 
Dean, to inspect the fine specimens of the 
equine race which Fuzzby's stables contained. 
Their owner had one or two recent additions 
brought out to show their paces, and Vivia was 
led past, friskily prancing, and admiring her 
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pretty feet and the sound of her hoofs in the 
stable-yard. 

After tea, the Dean and Marian went out for 
a short drive in the park. After their return, 
Fuzzby and the Dean were for a while alone in 
the Louis Quinze drawing-room ; and NoUath's 
iniquities came under discussion. Of course 
the two gentlemen viewed the matter in different 
lights. To Fuzzby it was a good joke, *' this 
affair of the monk's," as he put it ; but he enter- 
tained a certain amount of awe for his stately 
father-in-law, and did not, when alone with 
him, venture to put forward his view of the 
subject. He affected to regard it with serious 
disapproval, until Marian's protecting presence 
should make him himself again. It was he 
who had introduced the topic, as a dernier 
ressort in a dearth of conversation common 
betwixt him and the Dean. He affected, and 
expressed, surprise at the inconsistency of 
Nollath's words and actions. 

'* Rupert," the Dean replied, his clear voice 
touched with sarcasm, " like a few other people, 
is more severe on other people's faults than 
on his own. Very scornful he was over the 
vices of other men. I remember I once heard 
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him fulminate against the laxity of morals 
prevailing in high life, as the root of the 
criminality of the lower classes. * We are very 
tender, we men who would hate to become 
acquainted with self-denial ourselves, to the 
poor fellows who overstep the little boundary 
line laid down between vice and criminality. 
Poor fellows! Tis but a step betwixt them 
and us. Given their circumstances, we should 
be where they stand. Let us deal gently with 
them.* I remember his contemptuous sneer, 
and the biting ring of his voice. He would, 
you know, himself have put down vice with a 
strong hand ! " 

** Terrible ! Dreadful ! *' Fuzzby murmured, 
trying to put the expression of his countenance 
in accord with the Dean's. His remark was 
somewhat unfortunately placed, but Dr. Fitzame 
did not observe this. 

** There's a streak of barbarity in him," he 
continued. ** No doubt," more genially, a faint 
whiff of dinner greeting his nostrils as Marian 
entered the room, ** had he been a potentate in 
the dark ages, many heads would have tumbled 
in the dust before him." 

Fuzzby s courage revived with his wife's 
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entrance, and his Inclination for joking took 
hold of him. He found food for merriment in 
Dr. Fitzame*s last remark. 

'* Ah, ah, ah ! " he laughed. *' Good joke 
that, eh, pet ? " 

** Before whom would the heads fall ? I 
don't see the joke,*' said Marian. 

"We were talking of Rupert's severity to 
other people's faults, my dear," the Dean said. 

" Ru is pretty hard when he likes to be so," 
Marian agreed. *' I wonder if he will be hard 
enough to get out of the muddle he's got him- 
self into. Fascinating though Mrs. Trevelyan 
may be " 

**Ah, ah, ah!" laughed Fuzzby. **Good 
joke that." 

His wife disregarded his remark and con- 
tinued — " I don't think she could atone to him 
for the loss of his other interests, his plans, and 
societies, and slums, and the rest of it. To 
have some upsetting idea, and to try to work 
it out, is a vice engrained in Ru, and I don't 
think he'll be satisfied to live out of the world 
long." 

'* But, my dear, consider," said the Dean. 
** These people, these friends of his, even those 
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who get furthest from the Church and dally 
with the perilous doctrines of free love, have 
some kind of a moral code. He must have 
offended against this code, and it would be 
impossible for him to resume work in conjunc- 
tion with them. Some of his friends — the 
more moderate of them — are good Christian 
men and staunch Churchmen, their labours on 
behalf of social reform being in the right 
direction. They would not accept his renewed 
intercourse with them, and he must know it." 

" But, father, they don't know. They think 
a good deal of him, I suppose, and if a whisper 
of scandal reached them they wouldn't believe 
it — ^unless it were well substantiated. Thanks 
to Mr. Trevelyan's and our * conspiracy of 
silence,* it would be difficult to substantiate. 
He could go back to his friends and be as he 
was before. If he wishes, that is. I dont 
know whether he would exactly like to live 
the lie he would have to live." 

" He wouldn't call it a lie," said the Dean, 
"or think it one. He's an accomplished 
casuist, from his own point of view. He can 
delude himself as well as any other person." 

" Can see black as white — just so. That's 
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what I've always thought," remarked Fuzzby. 
" I reckoned him up that afternoon — do you 
remember it, Marian, the afternoon I first saw 
him ? I was rather silent sometimes, as no 
doubt you would notice. I was, though he 
didn*t know it, totting him up, and I came 
to just that conclusion/' 

Marian smiled. She did not laugh at 
Fuzzby nowadays as much as she once had 
done, having become more familiar with his 
peculiarities ; but at times she indulged in a 
little mirth at his expense. 

Marian's idea as to Nollath's possible return 
to his old life caused the Dean to regard 
NoUath's letter in a new light. If Marian's 
conjecture were correct — and Marian's judg- 
ment the Dean held in respect as that of a 
head remarkably clear for a woman's — it might 
be that Nollath's insistence upon Mrs, Tre- 
velyan's innocence had a deeper spring than 
the Dean had before suspected. It might be 
the result of a deliberate plan of Nollath's to 
pave his way back to his old work. 

If he could persuade those acquainted with 
the scandal, of his innocence, the way would of 
course be plain. But did he think the few 
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who were in the secret so guileless, so gullible, 
as to believe his assertions ? Nollath had 
seemed shrewd when he had wished to be so, 
at times when he had seen fit to curb his 
rashness. Could he believe people to be so 
idiotically trustful ? It seemed incredible. 

The Dean's opinion of Nollath, however, 
was naturally much lower now than it had been 
a year ago. He had not, until this new 
revelation of NoUath's character, despised his 
wife's cousin with all his vagaries, but since 
the receipt of NoUath's letter the Dean had 
experienced a measure of contempt for him. 
Dr. Fitzame was a lover of truthfulness, by 
training and by nature ; and, according to his 
lights, he was honourable, of strict integrity. 
Deceit was the weapon of cowards. Nollath, 
in denying his sin, was a coward not daring 
to take the consequences of his sin. And 
as he had proved a greater coward than the 
Dean had supposed him to be, why should 
he not be a greater fool.'* 

Probably Marian was right, and he was 
trying to pave his way back to his old 
career as an apostle of social purity. He 
might, notwithstanding his professions of 
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friendship, be wearying of his companion in 
guilt, be discovering that she could not stand 
to him in the place of the work which his 
restless mind found congenial, and be en- 
deavouring, in this fatuous fashion, to deceive 
those whom it was his interest to deceive. 

The Dean; in the light of Marian's idea, 
expressed, in severe terms, condemnation of 
NoUath's assumed project. Fuzzby somewhat 
unceremoniously laughed at the severity — 
laughed so much as to provoke a frown from 
his father-in-law, so much less formidable in 
Marian's presence — and to incur a rebuke from 
his fair young wife. 

** Beg pardon," he exclaimed, amid his 
laughter, **but really, you know, I can't help 
being amused. It's such a good joke, it really 
is — ah, ah, ah ! " 

" I think it's very shocking," Marian said. 
** I shouldn't have thought Ru so accomplished 
a — well, I may as well say it — a liar." 

" I should," Fuzzby cheerfully observed. *' I 
saw it the first time * as ever I set eyes on 
'im,' as old Casey used to say. I said to 
myself, 'That man's a liar' — fact." 

** And you might have added" — If the 
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Dean had been a layman he would have said 
" a fool." As it was he said " foolish." 

Fuzzby laughed again. He was getting fat, 
and he was more given to laughter than ever 
he had been. 

** He must think that we're living in Arcadia, 
or that he is. Really, for simplicity commend 
me to Cousin Ru." 

" Or for rascality,'* said the Dean. 

"Yes, that's another name for his kind of 
simplicity. Simplicity indeed! Good joke 
that— ah! ah! ah!" 

" Ideality," said the Dean, " has its uses, 
like other faculties ; but cultivated and wor- 
shipped as Rupert worshipped, or professed to 
worship it, it's a curse. It's as if a man walk- 
ing among pitfalls were to persist in gazing up 
at the sun. Visionariness is not only foolish 
but dangerous. The visionary is a foe of 
society. The conventionalities which have 
been framed for the good of society are as 
nothing to him. He's bound by no law but 
his own folly. Visionaries make socialists and 
tyrants alike. They upset old doctrines simply 
because they're old. The Bible is too practical 
for them, the Church too practical. They 
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can't bear form and rule. Each man — and 
woman, too, I suppose — must follow his or her 
own vision or bent, without regard to the 
ordinary duties of life." 

*' Have you noticed that these idealists are 
always lean?" inquired Fuzzby. "The best 
cure for them, in my opinion, would be a fat- 
tening diet. Ah ! ah ! ah ! They're mad as 
March hares, these two," he added. ** Cousin 
Ru might have taken silk or enjoyed life ; and 
as for Mrs. Trevelyan, hadn't she a jolly and 
wealthy husband ? — though it is said," in a lower 
tone, " that just now the firm's rather shaky. 
But it's stark staring madness to go off spooning 
into a bleak bare cottage, where the cooking," — 
a whiff of advancing dinner reaching him, — 
" doubtless is atrocious. Sand and scenery ! 
Rather poor fare that. I'd rather be excused. 
What do you say, pet ? Shall we rent a cottage ? " 

" No, thank you. Well, I hope, though she 
is a wicked woman, that Ru will not behave as 
heartlessly to her as Lord Bolby did to that 
silly Mrs. Fettersby. It's only a fancy of mine, 
perhaps, but I can't help despising the man 
who sneaks away from a woman when he's 
tired of her, and leaves her in the lurch, while 
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he perhaps marries and thrives — probably as 
a respectable family man." 

'* I expect/' Dr. Fitzame said, "that Rupert's 
conduct will be something after that fashion. 
Unbridled passion is a hard master to whoever 
puts his neck beneath its yoke. Rupert, like 
other men, will perpetrate cruelties under its 
influence which in his sober senses he would 
shrink from." 

" I hope not," Marian said, yawning slightly, 
rather bored with the subject. *' Where's the 
meet to-morrow, Theo.'*" 

** Bugle Copse," Fuzzby replied, rising as 
the gong sounded. *' Stiff country about there." 

*' Gilly must spend part of next season with 
us," Marian said. ** He's fond of hunting. 
When does he come home, father ? It's the 
Turners he's staying with, isn't it ? " 

** Yes," the Dean replied, as they crossed the 
wide hall. ** I expect he'll return when the 
hunting's over. Then we must make him 
think seriously about his future. He mustn't 
continue to waste his time as he is doing now." 

" Well, we'll hope he'll keep out of mischief 
in future," Marian said. '* Poor Gilly ! " with 
a half-smile and a half-sigh. 
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CHAPTER V. 

**What is the best thing in life?" Olive, 
sitting with Nollath on the sand warm with 
the heat of a June sun, propounded the 
question with a laugh, and with a long satisfied 
look over the little rippling waves and out 
upon the smiling sea. 

'*And what is the sweetest?*' Nollath, not 
venturing to answer her question, asked. 

** I can easily answer that, so far as I am 
concerned. The sweetest thing is rest." 

" There's nothing so sweet as the conscious- 
ness of power within you ; nothing so dreary as 
the consciousness of weakness." 

Neither spoke of the sweetness of friendship, 
of love, of sympathy, of dreams illumined by 
a nobility won without suffering or endeavour 
— the nobility existent only as a dream in a 
dream. 

A wave broke and rippled towards them, 
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cool and white and glittering in the sunlight. 
Another, a larger one, rose, broke, and crashed 
over the shingle. Olive watched it until it 
ran itself out on the sand. Another and 
another, ever coming, ever rising, breaking, 
rippling to the shore. 

It was an afternoon conducive above all 
things to laziness. Even the waves seemed 
to have caught the infection, gathering neither 
height nor strength, but in tiny ripples gently- 
flowing to the shore. 

Olive and NoUath were in the spirit of the 
afternoon, idling it away in enjoyment of its 
softness and warmth. Mind as well as body 
was lazy, and talk was desultory, and inter- 
spersed with long pauses. It was pleasant to 
lounge on the dry sand, a heap of shingle for a 
prop for lazy limbs, sunned by the golden rays, 
fanned by the soft breeze just stirring the 
warm air, with the expanse of azure sky and 
sea for a landscape ; and talk was something 
of a superfluity. Watching the rippling of the 
waves was an occupation more in tune with 
the lazy sea and breezes. So they felt, and 
were disposed to long and lazy silences. 

Still, they talked when any impulse to do 
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SO passed over them. Olive, before NoUath 
had come to the cottage that morning, had 
been reading a glowing prophecy of what the 
woman of the future was to be, and she broke 
a long silence, during which she had dreamily 
contemplated this ideal woman, to express 
a wish that she had been born a hundred 
years later. Had not Nollath the same 
wish, to have been a child of the great future ? 

No, he had not. He preferred, he said, 
the life of to-day — to be able to witness 
the slow implanting of ideas which should 
probably revolutionise the world as it has 
already been revolutionised since the dark 
ages. The future might possibly hold no 
place for men of his temper — aggressive, 
militant, hard-working (he did not look his 
character just now). They would be effete, 
useless. His time was the time of to-day. 

He didn't wonder, however, that she should 
cast longing eyes towards the future. The 
nineteenth century had been called the woman's 
century, but it was not more the woman's 
century than the vestibule of a house was the 
house itself. Woman in this century was 
only awakening to the thought that she as 
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well as man was '*heir of all the ages," was 
only asserting her claims for the measure of 
enlightenment, freedom, and justice which 
civilisation had brought her brothers. The 
twentieth century would see her not fruit- 
lessly desiring, but calm in the enjoyment 
of all she now struggled for. 

There would be no " shrieking sisters " in 
those days, because there would be nothing for 
which to shriek ; the woman of the future would 
enjoy the labours of the "shriekers " of to-day. 
Might she be grateful ! Women now enjoying 
benefits won for them by the **shriekers" of 
the past, were sometimes victims to the sin 
of ingratitude. 

" Tell me," Olive said, looking dreamily out 
on to the sea, "what you think women ought 
to be, and what they are." 

NoIIath laughed. ** Tm sorry," he said, '' but 
my gift of humour is abnormally large." 

She brought her gaze from the sea to his 
face. ** Mine isn't," she said, smiling in 
response to his laughter. **And I don't see 
the joke." 

'* If Swinburne were to undertake to paint 
the picture of the year, and the President of 
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the Royal Academy to write the poem, every- 
body would — understand. But when a man 
begins to tell woman what she is " 

Olive laughed. ** Nonsense ! " she said ; 
"we like to be told what we are. Tm glad 
everyone hasn't your really abnormal sense 
of humour." 

Their talk took a more serious turn. The 
Woman Question was associated with their 
dream, as were other social problems, and they 
dreamt of a future in which the hindrances 
to woman's natural development would be 
removed, and she would be a stronger and 
happier being. NoUath's dreams had hitherto 
been short, limited. He had been absorbed 
in work, to the exclusion of much dreaming. 
His idealistic streak had found vent in work 
for a purpose that was half a dream, rather 
than in long dreaming of his dream ; in thought 
bearing upon action for the accomplishment 
of his aims, rather than in larger but more 
vague conceptions — inactive, though strong, 
as all thought is strong, to mould future action. 
It had been confined more to the immediate 
future than to the dimmer, more distant one. 
He now found it very pleasant to do nothing 
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but dream in these long summer days, with 
Olive to help his dream and to let him help 
hers. 

Without her, the pleasure of inactive dream- 
ing would not have remained long. He 
would have been restless to set about the 
preliminaries for bringing his dream into 
reality. Even with her it could not have 
lasted long. But just now it was a delightful 
alluring thing, this dreaming by the sea, with 
a woman whose thoughts answered his though 
their lips never met, whose mind was of kin 
with his though her blood was not. 

Was he conscious of the true reason why 
he found his dreaming so pleasant? Did he 
know what it was beautified his dream and 
took from him his restlessness, his aggressive- 
ness, and the more practical side of his mind ? 
Or did he never ask himself the question, and 
so allowed it to remain unanswered ? 

They talked of their ideals of life, and of the 
value of idealism. Naturally it was high in 
their estimation. Without ideals the world 
would be effete, retrogressive. Who could 
advance, create, without an ideal to work up 
to? 
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And they talked of the wonderful power 
of self-abnegation, of the noble altar of self- 
sacrifice, of the labour rich in good fruits, of 
those who would labour ; and they poured 
scorn upon those unworthy souls who seek 
only self, those ignoble persons who look upon 
the material comforts of life as their largest 
joys, and know nothing of the joy of labouring 
for others. Contemptible beings ! Miserable 
offscourings of humanity! Of the criminal 
class they, rather than the hungry man who 
snatches the loaf not his own. 

Olive's mind was strung in a different key 
to that in which it had been when she had 
come across the wretched suicide of the 
London slum. She remembered the grim 
tragedy, — ^she was not likely to forget it for 
many years, if ever ; and with the remem- 
brance was bound up a sincere desire to put 
aside self and personal happiness, in order to 
do something towards soothing the throbbing 
distress of women more unfortunate than 
herself. Perhaps, as it did not drive her from 
her pleasant life by the shore, it was only 
a barren aspiration. But it was there, and this 
afternoon, during a long silence in which they 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



208 THE SPIRIT OF LOVE. 

listened only to the gentle crash of the waves 
on the shells and pebbles, she thought of it as 
something that the future might realise for her. 

As they walked home she poured forth scorn 
of her past weakness and folly, of the morbid 
selfishness that had enwrapped her. ** I was 
all self, nothing but 3elf,** she said, — '' I, myself, 
was my whole world." 

'* No, no ! '* he protested against her black 
charge against herself. ** It was little Tina 
who was your world." 

** Tina ! " She murmured the pretty name 
softly, half-sighing it. 

The bitterness and the passion of her 
grief were gone. Tina's sensitive little soul 
was at rest somewhere, at rest from all 
trouble. She was out of reach of all grief, 
all pain, all sin. Olive realised this fact as 
when, absorbed in passionate grief, she had 
not been able to realise it ; and it was not 
without a consoling power. With a new life 
opening before her, a life of employed energies 
in which Tina might have shared, she could 
not say that Tina s lot was best, but neither 
could she say that it was worst. 

** No," she said. '' I was all self. I rebelled 
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against my fate, and for so small a matter. I 
suffered. What of that? Suffering is man's 
heritage, more especially woman's. I should 
have learnt to endure. Endurance, we are 
told, is woman's noblest virtue. I was no 
true woman, because I could not endure. I 
deserved to be left to my fate. A woman 
should always remain in her home, to purify 
and ennoble it, whatever that home may be. 
She should love and endure. I could not love, 
I could not endure. I was not womanly. And 
I was neither dead nor alive — not sufificiently 
dead to have no cravings for happiness, not 
sufficiently alive to be strong to love and 
endure.' 

"You were womanly as the world counts 
womanliness," he said, ** delicate, tender, greatly 
longing for love." 

She smiled. It was pleasant to hear him 
defend her against herself. 

** When I came to you as I did, you should 
not have acted as you did. You should have 
set those thin lips of yours, and conquered the 
pitiful spirit within you. You should have said, 
* This woman sins against her womanhood. I 
must show her her duty. I must show her 
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the necessity of self-sacrifice. In her frame of 
mind she is too weak to reach the height of 
voluntary self-sacrifice, therefore she must be 
forced to walk the lower road of enforced 
sacrifice. I must imprison her in the remnants 
of womanliness left to her. I must show her 
her duty of enforced love and enforced en- 
durance. There is no merit in enforced sacri- 
fice, but as the benefits to others may be the 
same as from voluntary sacrifice, I must impress 
it upon her.* 

She was half-serious, half-disposed to laugh, 
as she concluded, and she looked up into his 
face wondering what he would say to her. She 
was carrying a bit of dry seaweed in her brown, 
ungloved hand, swinging it in the pleasantness 
of her mood. 

** No," he said. " I ought to have said more 
readily than I did — * Open these prison doors, 
and let the poor starving bird, with its weak- 
ened wings, find joy and strength in nature s 
freedom. Put away these artificial restrictions, 
and let her live a more natural life. Let her 
grow strong to guide herself, not by the iron 
bands of custom, but by the righteousness 
nourished by freedom and the tenderness 
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nourished by strength. To bind an unwilling 
victim and burn it on the altar of self-sacrifice, 
is soul-murder, not soul-saving. She is not 
capable of giving herself as a free intelligent 
offering. Set her free until she can gain 
strength to conceive and practise the sublime 
ideal of altruism/ '* 

She flashed — the sunlight was in her eyes, 
making them very bright — a grateful look at 
him, but did not reply. She did not know 
whether he was quite serious, or only partly 
so; and she had a dim perception that the 
ideal of freedom that he suggested was an 
unworkable one under the present conditions 
of life. 

The community itself was built on the en- 
forced sacrifice of some of its members. Those 
who were disposed to forsake duty must, for 
the common good, be lashed back to it — the 
starving man must be forced to abstain from 
stealing, the discontented must be held in 
check, the rebel against order punished, or a 
strange muddle would ensue. She thought of 
her own case, and a shadow crossed her brow. 
Voluntary self-sacrifice was holy, the ideal of 
her dream. She had not followed what was 
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now her ideal. It needed a vivid remembrance 
of NoUath's contempt for what he called *' foolish 
self-sacrifice," to chase the shadow away. 

Before entering the cottage, they stood a 
moment looking at a tree weighed down with 
yellow roses, at the currants, red and white, at 
the old-fashioned flowers — bluebells, migno- 
nette, sweet-peas, scarlet runners, dusty-miller, 
forget-me-nots — crowding the little garden. 
The scent of a sweet-brier bush impregnated 
the air along with that of the roses. Beauty 
of colour and sweetness of scent, and a lan- 
guorous breeze fanning their faces and gently 
stirring a stray tendril of Olive s hair, — these 
were fit accessories to their idyl, in which all 
was happiness ; in which the road to virtue was 
only a gentle upward slope, not a steep ascent, 
and was carpeted with roses without thorns. 

A beautiful but foolish dream, this of the 
crown without the cross, the reward without 
the fight. Olive's intelligence, and Nollath's 
common sense, slumbered beneath the glamour 
of it. 

They were blind — half- wilfully, half-con- 
sciously — to its absurdity, stupidity, uselessness, 
and weakness. The devil which might have 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE SPIRIT OF LOVE. 213 

risen to mock their sentimentalism, to scoff at 
their foolish unworldly idyl, the only good fruit 
of which, amid possible evil, was the calming of 
a once-frenzied brain, the brightening of a once- 
clouded spirit, the invigorating of a once weak 
physique and disordered nerves, remained 
silent, hushed to sleep by the old, old lullaby 
of love, which, throughout the ages, has closed 
reason's eyes and sent common-sense into the 
sunny land of oblivion. 
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CHAPTER VI. 

The interior of the Deanery was very quiet one 
hot summers afternoon. In the big old trees 
of the garden the birds twittered gleefully, 
enjoying the heat and the brightness of the 
glorious sunlight ; but in the Deanery itself 
quietude reigned. 

A stillness overhung the whole house, even 
the nursery, usually the place of joyous racket, 
being hushed into quietness. The big recep- 
tion rooms were empty, and wore an aspect of 
desolateness. There was no open book or 
other sign of recent occupation, no window 
open to admit the warm air. The pretty silk 
work-basket which had been Marian's and was 
now Lady MurieFs was pushed out of the way 
in Lady Muriel's morning-room, as if for long 
untouched by her. fingers ; the flowers in the 
epergnes were withering, no one having changed 

them to-day. The servants moved noiselessly 
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about Stairs and landings, speaking, when they 
met, in subdued tones. The attention of all in 
the house was concentrated upon one spot' — 
Lady Muriel's chamber, where, this pleasant 
sunny afternoon, Lady Muriel lay dying. 

The little boys had been to kiss her, not 
knowing that it was their good-bye kiss. But 
Marian and her father, watching by the bedside, 
knew — knew that she was soon to join her dead 
babe in the mysterious land beyond the grave. 
The little soul, born yesterday, dead to-day, 
was not long to remain motherless in the la^d 
of spirits. 

Gilbert was not here. He had not been at 
the Deanery since his visit to the Turners. 
Instead of returning home on the conclusion 
of his visit, he had disappeared, without leaving 
behind him a word as to his destination. It 
was suspected that he had gone off with some 
wild project of working his way to the anti- 
podes. 

Lady Muriel was dying hardly, her fragile 
life finding much pain in its flight. There was 
no gentle falling asleep, no quiet folding of tired 
hands, no peaceful happy smile, and then — rest. 
There, were beads of sweat on her brow, her 
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lips were livid and twitching, and there was an 
agonised glare in her glassy eyes — all tokens of 
intense physical distress. 

Her weak little body was young, if feeble ; 
she was dying before her natural time ; and 
the spark of life left in her rebelled against 
its extinction, struggling against the inexorable 
hand of death. Her little hands, which had 
been so ready to help and tend ; her sweet lips, 
which had ever held the **law of kindness"; 
her eyes, which had ever looked gentleness 
and love — all were forced to give evidence of 
her pain, despite her dislike for grieving her 
loved ones by the sight of it. ** It is God's 
will," she murmured in response to a pitiful and 
rebellious cry from Marian. But the words 
were no comfort to those who watched her. 

The Dean was seated at one side of the bed, 
Marian at the other. Lady MurieFs eyes some- 
times turned to Marian, but with these excep- 
tions, and except when her pain was too great to 
allow of her looking at anyone, they were fixed 
on her husband's face, grieved by his distress. 

Her face, always thin, was emaciated ; her 
eyes round and starting from their sockets, and 
her breath coming in gasps. One arm lay out- 
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Stretched on the coverlet. Once, as death was 
drawing very near, in a spasm of pain her hand 
clutched the white counterpane, crumpling it ; 
and the Dean laid his hand on the little wan 
fingers. His touch seemed to have the power 
of temporarily quieting her, and she lay still, 
a look of patient endurance superseding her 
former expression of pain. 

The spasms of pain came and went — came 
and went, each successive one leaving her 
weaker. Marian, unable to control herself, 
was sobbing. This was the first great grief 
of her singularly happy life, her own mother 
having died when she was too young to feel 
much sorrow. Lady Muriel's fast-glazing eyes 
were pitiful of the golden-haired beauty s 
distress. 

But, keen as was Marian's sorrow, there 
was one whose grief was greater, though less 
demonstrative. This, Lady Muriel knew, and 
it was not only love that kept her eyes turned 
upon the Dean, but sympathy for his sorrow 
as well. 

She could read his face well. She was 
expert at detecting harassment or annoyance 
on it. It had been her mission, her well- 
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loved mission, when she had seen sorrow 
there to endeavour to drive it away, and her 
instinct remained with her even when the 
waters of death were surging around her. 
Earlier on in the afternoon she had urged 
him to leave her awhile and rest. He had not 
gone, though she had pleaded with him to do 
so. Then, while her livid lips and convulsed 
brow had belied her, she had tried to hide the 
intensity of her pain, telling him — alas for her 
truth ! — that she did not suffer so much as she 
gave the appearance of doing. 

The pain gradually lessened. To observe 
this was an intense relief to Marian, not know- 
ing that the partial cessation of pain was a 
token of the stronger grip of Death's hand on 
the fair young life, the precursor of the sure 
healer of pain, the last long sleep. The Dean 
better understood how it was with the ebbing 
life, and his face whitened, though the stony 
appearance of his grief did not break down. 
Muriel, as her life reached its end, did not for 
a moment remove her gaze from his face, and 
her last words were for him. 

She uttered them with difficulty. She had 
not strength to speak in her usual tone, and 
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he, seeing that she was struggling to speak, 
bent his ear close to her. With an effort she 
framed her words, in a voice only audible to 
him, and interrupted by her gaspings for 
breath. 

** Don't be — so distressed — dear. I — don't 
suffer — now." 

She tried to say more, and her struggles to 
do so were pitiable, painfol to witness. But 
Death, not Love, was now her master, and he 
would not let her utter more tender falsehoods 
of intended comfort. She lay gasping. . . . 
The death-rattle was in her throat. ... Her 
last words, which, true to the motive-power of 
her life, were words of self-forgetting love, had 
been spoken. . . . Marian burst into tears. . . . 
It was over. Lady Muriel was dead. 

« ♦ « « « 

The birds are twittering, the sun is shining, 
the flowers are blooming in the big Deanery 
gardens. Moses is lying beside his kennel, 
his curly black body stretched on a bit of grass, 
his black muzzle touched by the sunbeams. 
Moses knows that something is wrong. No 
one has brought him a bit of biscuit for the 
last few days. No one has petted him, or 
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taken him for a run. They have been dull 
days for Moses. This morning Marian has 
twice passed him without noticing the wag of 
his curly tail. Once, Moses saw that there 
were tears in her eyes, and Moses wonders. 
But Moses is old, too old to fret either against 
his chain or against the neglect which has 
overtaken him, and he lies quietly in the 
sunshine — now with closed eyes, half-asleep ; 
now with dull vision watching the jaunty 
sparrows on the side- walk. He does not know 
that his sweet mistress is dead, that he will 
never again feel the touch of her hand on his 
black head. 

Lady Muriel sleeps. 

A tiny gleam of light has stolen through a 
chink between the drawn blind and the window, 
and rests upon her pale lips. The compassionate 
god of life is kissing the fragile waxen body 
farewell. The chink may soon be closed by 
some watchful hand, and her sweet face 
removed from his sight for ever. 

Lady Muriel sleeps. 

She looks tired but calm, wan but contented. 
Her features, her dear dead features, which 
arouse in their deathliness bitter grief in the 
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hearts of those who love and have lost her, 
wear no expression of sadness. In life, the 
sorrow of those she loved evoked her pity. 
Now though they weep she lies unheeding, 
faintly smiling. 

Lady Muriel sleeps. 

Wicked little Willy, pretty little pink-tongued 
Willy, is lapping a saucer of milk in the stable- 
yard. Lap, lap, lap, lap ; in and out goes the 
small tongue. Then he too sits in the sun, his 
golden eyes gleaming, his white breast pressed 
importantly forwards, his dainty paws drawn 
beneath it. 

Lady Muriel sleeps. 

Away in a little sea-side village are two who 
speak of Lady Muriel. Wandering over the 
great high cliff, they have talked of philosophies 
and creeds. It is the philosophy of love, the 
appraisement of love as a factor in the world's 
progress, which has led them to speak of 
Muriel. They speak of her sweetness and 
goodness. They wish her happiness, and 
health, and all good wishes. The wind, a 
fresh warm breeze, sports about them ; the sea 
is laughing in the broad sunshine ; the yellow 
sands smile. And these two happy people 
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welcome the sportive breeze, the salt sea breath 
and all the freshness and brightness. They do 
not think of a darkened room, a quiet death- 
chamber, a silent, pulseless, stirless presence. 

Lady Muriel sleeps. 

The sun slowly sets, calling back his bright 
beams. The air cools. Willy's white stockings 
trip into the warm kitchen, to lie before the 
fire. Moses, shivering, slinks into his kennel. 
To-morrow the sun will rise again. 

Lady Muriel sleeps. 

Twilight has fallen ; distances are dim. The 
stars, as specks of pale yellow, begin to appear 
in the sky. Twilight deepens into dark. The 
blackness of night lies over the city. In the 
Deanery all is silent, except that in one room a 
wakeful child is fretfully crying for ** mummy." 

Lady Muriel sleeps. 

Twilight again, this time of the grey dawn. 
Slowly the light broadens, and the sun rises in 
the sky. The city wakes from its slumbers. 
The hum of life awakening to a new day 
commences. In the terraces and crescents and 
squares the shutters are thrown back, the 
blinds drawn up ; and in the busier streets the 
shop-boys are cleaning the big shop-windows. 
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Life is stirring ; the semblance of death has 
dropped from brain and muscles invigorated 
by rest. . . . The sun rises higher. It is 
mid- day, and he sends a brilliant glare upon 
the hot and dusty streets. In the Deanery 
gardens he is drawing out the scents of the 
flowers upon the warm air. Moses, warmed 
and made happy, is sitting on his haunches 
at the bidding of a giddy young housemaid. 
Willy, made frolicsome by dinner and sunshine, 
is engaged in the juvenile pastime of catching 
his tail. Life is awake, vigorous, happy. 
But Lady Muriel still sleeps. 



Digitized by VjOOQIC 



CHAPTER VII. 

Olive, with laughing eyes and lips, was 
coming in from the trim flower-scented garden. 
She had been standing at the gate, watching 
NoUath riding along the road to Parltown. 
Why she laughed she could not have definitely 
stated. She was happy. The landscape, rich 
in brilliant blues and greens and yellows, was 
very beautiful ; the sun shone ; the sea made 
pleasant music ; life around her was in a 
merry mood. And she laughed, carelessly, 
thoughtlessly — not as at a witticism, not be- 
cause there was anything to excite merriment, 
but merely because she was inclined to laugh. 

Nollath was going to London. He had 
not been for several weeks, and expected to 
find a batch of letters awaiting him. He did 
not expect to return to Parltown till the 
following morning. His departure did not 

make Olive sad. It was only a short break 
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in the idyl, to be renewed the next day. She 
expected to be a little dull during his absence, 
that was all. 

Having of late developed her literary tastes, 
she was not so dull in her solitude as a person 
destitute of the resources of literature would 
have been. A person able to find in a clever 
book a companion more congenial than most 
living creatures' conversation, ideas, and wit, 
is a very independent person as regards society. 
And Olive, with an interesting review propped 
against the tureen before her, partook of her 
simple dinner in contentment. 

After dinner, she sat on the low ledge of the 
window, finishing her review ; and afterwards 
she went up to her room for her hat, preparatory 
to going out. She spent almost all her time 
out of doors nowadays. 

Her hat was an exceedingly dilapidated affair. 
It was the only one she possessed, and it had 
weathered many storms. In this idyl of theirs, 
the cut of a gown, the shabbiness or otherwise 
of a hat, were of little account; but after putting 
her hat on, looking into the mirror, she burst 
into a laugh. It was so forlorn a specimen 
of millinery, with its draggled plumes and 
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limp ribbons ! She sat on the edge of her bed, 
and laughed a long merry laugh. 

She took it off and laid it on the white 
counterpane, on which the sun was shining. 
Poor crumpled hat, what storms — not only of 
rain and wind, but mental storms — had not its 
owner endured while it had lain upon her 
brow! 

She sobered as she looked at it, with a 
backward glance of her mind's eye into the 
miserable days and weeks and months imme- 
diately following her loved little daughter's 
death. Sitting there this afternoon, with a 
stronger body and a sane mind, she felt as 
a different woman to the wild grief-stricken 
creature whom sorrow had almost driven mad. 
And what or who had wrought the change in 
her? She smiled down upon the poor hat 
as she put and answered the question. 

She took the hat up and pulled the ribbons 
out a little. Some of the tacking had come 
unfastened, and she looked about for a needle 
and thread with which to renew them. 

She did not find one, and going on to the 
tiny landing, she called to Mrs. Metcalf below, 
asking the loan of sewing materials. Mrs. 
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Metcalf told her there were needles and a reel 
in one of the drawers of a big chest near Olive's 
window, and was coming up to find them, but 
Olive bade her not to trouble. She could 
easily get them herself. 

She pulled open one of the small top 
drawers, but found it empty. She drew out 
the next, and saw in it the reel and a packet of 
needles. But beside them was an object that 
attracted her attention from them, and leaving 
them untouched she took this object up. 

It was an unopened letter, lying as it had 
been tossed in many weeks before. She did 
not know from whom the letter had come. The 
morning of its arrival had found her in a state 
of dumb but acute misery, in which she was 
barely conscious of, and totally indifferent to, 
anything outside her own sorrow. Having 
left it on her toilet table, Mrs. Metcalf had 
placed it in the drawer, where, ever since, it 
had lain forgotten. Olive took it up with a 
feeling of surprise, and looked at the hand- 
writing of the address. It was not a hand she 
knew. 

She opened the letter, and found it to con- 
tain a brief communication from a firm of 
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solicitors. They had been Mrs. Fortescue's 
legal advisers, and the letter was to inform 
Olive of her inheritance of a sum of money 
which, had Mrs. Fortescue lived, would have 
been hers, but which now devolved on Olive. 
Olive read it slowly, thoughtfully, then slowly 
laid it on her toilet-table, with a vague 
unpleasant feeling not widely dissimilar to 
that of one abruptly awakened from a sound 
sleep. 

Her strengthened mind could not pass over 
the communication with the indifference to 
mundane matters which had characterised her 
when she had received it, and had afterwards 
caused her to forget it. With nothing outside 
to disturb her, she could, even now, lull herself 
into dreamlike forgetfulness of realities, could 
keep them in the background with a laissez 
/aire of all but the beautiful moment ; but when 
a practical matter did obtrude itself on her 
notice, she could not thrust it aside. 

She sat beside her storm-battered hat with 
a new expression stealing over her face, sober- 
ing her, taking from her her happy causeless 
laughter. And as with bent head «he sat, her 
eyes cast upon the pale drab carpet beside her 
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bed, the ideal slowly faded and the actual came 

into view. 

# # # « # 

On arriving at his London chambers NoUath 
found several letters awaiting him. Among 
them was a telegram from Marian, dated some 
hours previously. It informed him of Lady 
M Uriel's death. - 

The sad news, while it shocked him, did not 
surprise him. Lady Muriel's uncertain hold of 
life had been too patent to him for him to 
be taken completely unawares by it. 

He telegraphed to Olive that he should be 
detained a day longer than he had expected to 
be, and after a hurried lunch he caught the one 
o'clock train to Harminster. He did not intend, 
under the circumstances, to be present at his 
cousin's funeral, but he wished to see her gentle 
face once more before it was consigned to earth. 
The Dean, he knew, would be displeased to 
see him. But he gave little thought to the 
Dean, his loss, his sorrow, or his displeasure. 
His mind was centred on Muriel. 

He walked the short distance lying between 
the station and the Deanery. As he entered 
the park, the Dean was crossing the cold stone 
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floor of the north transept of the Cathedral ; 
and Nollath, higher up the park, saw him 
leave the building by the north door. Nollath 
hastened his steps, and came up to the Dean 
when within a few yards of the Deanery. 
Dr. Fitzame, upon hearing him, turned his 
head, and on seeing who it was abruptly came 
to a standstill. 

Nollath, looking into his face, saw that grief 
had greatly changed it. Mental pain had 
furrowed it, and the geniality and ruddy come- 
liness had gone. His grief had been so 
intense as to age him, dulling his eye and 
weakening his vitality. His form was slightly 
bent, and his white hair was less carefully 
trimmed than usual. 

That his spirit was not subdued, however, 
was made evident by a flash of anger that 
lightened his dull eyes when they rested on 
Nollath. Nollath, without preparatory greet- 
ing, made known his wish to see his cousin, 
and the Dean*s first words revealed the fact 
that his spirit was under less strong control 
than in happier days. He spoke with a heat 
strangely unlike his wonted calm. 

** You wish to see Muriel — you — you ! " 
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His voice was contemptuous. Nollath's face 
had slightly softened from its customary hard- 
ness, on observing the signs of grief on the 
Dean's countenance, but it hardened again as 
the Dean spoke. Nollath was grieving deeply 
over the death of his ** little cousin Muriel," but 
his mouth took a sarcastic curve, and his small 
keen eyes gleamed with a cynical light, as he 
listened to the contemptuous tones He had 
not anticipated this style of address from that 
stately personage the Dean of Harminster, 
from that impassive, courteous gentleman his 
cousin's husband ; but it did not disturb him 
except to harden him. 

** Yes ; I wish to see her — not because of 
any merit of my own, but for the reason for 
which you tell us Christ receives sinners, 
because I loved her and she loved me." His 
voice was expressionless, the cynicism not 
breaking into it. 

** Loved her — you ! " the Dean said, hoarsely, 
and with the contempt broadening in his voice. 

**Yes, even I. I once used to make her 
happy, when we were boy and girl together. 
I loved her so much that it would have been 
a pleasure to sacrifice most things for her 
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welfare. I loved her — you will forgive me 
saying it — perhaps almost as well as you did. 
I could no more have wilfully caused her grief 
or pain than I could have struck her." 

They were standing on the sward beneath 
a great thickly-leaved oak-tree. Though the 
afternoon was fine, and the dusty streets busy 
in their sleepy fashion, there were few people 
in the park. Besides the Dean and NoUath, 
there was only a group of children lying on the 
grass near one of the gates. Had there been 
people near, the Dean would doubtless have 
restrained himself from giving vent to the 
anger which the sight of Nollath had occasioned 
him, the repugnance which the thought of this 
besmirched man entering the death-chamber 
of his pure Muriel, excited in him. With no 
such restraint upon him, and his self-control 
weakened by grief, his anger and contempt 
burst forth with a vehemence that surprised 
Nollath. 

** Hypocrite ! " The word came from the 
Dean*s lips angrily, almost fiercely, and with a 
deep scorn. ** Don't try to cram your hypo- 
crisy down my throat. Hypocrite! did you 
think of Muriel when you listened to words of 
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guilty love ? Did you think of Muriel when 
you desecrated a home and blighted an hon- 
ourable man's happiness ? Did you think of 
Muriel when you kissed that sinful woman's 
lips? Did you honour Muriel when you 
profaned our holy conjugal love by writing of 
your love to her ? Don't speak to me of your 
love for my wife, my sinless Muriel ! And 
don't, if in the shadow of her death you have 
any sense of respect for what is holy left in you, 
speak of your love — the love which you share 
with that sinful woman — in the same breath as 
you speak of mine for Muriel." 

NoUath was angered by the slighting refer- 
ence to Olive. His quick temper flamed up, 
showing itself on his cheeks in a tinge of red, 
and in his eyes by a spark of red fire. To 
some men the spectacle of the white-haired 
widower, his self-control destroyed by sorrow, 
would have been a touching one ; but NoUath, 
after the first moment of pity, was not touched. 

Though when sympathetic his sympathy was 
strong, the streak of hardness in him prevented 
him from what I may call general tenderness ; 
his heart was only tender where his mind 
judged the object weak or unfortunate or blame- 
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less enough to merit sympathy. His anger 
alone, in this case, would have prevented him 
feeling sympathetic. 

His heart was void of pity, and he resented 
— hotly, bitterly — the slight upon Olive. He 
would brook no ill word of her, would make 
no allowance for the appearance of evil. 
Ruthless in his anger, and inspired by the 
belief that his love for Olive was of a much 
higher type than that the Dean had given his 
dead wife, he would not, in Olive s defence, 
have hesitated to give vent to his indignation. 
But he retained sufficient self-command to 
remember that heated vindication of her would 
be likely to do more harm than good, and 
he choked back the angry words. 

Instead of giving utterance to them, his 
quick brain formulated a fantastic allegory illus- 
trative of his idea as to his and the Dean's 
different orders of love ; and he spoke this, the 
words running rapidly from his tongue, almost 
without a break. The Dean did not interrupt 
him. He listened in silence. 

** Two women were in the market-place 
buying flowers, and they both bought lily- 
plants. One lily was wilted, its head hung, it 
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was thirsty, its leaves were shrivelling ; the 
other bloomed in delicate beauty. The women 
took their lilies home, and they loved them. 
The woman who had bought the wilted flower 
placed it in the sunlight, in a large window at 
the top of the house, where air and sun could 
win it back to life, but where, though she loved 
the sight of it, she could not always see it ; and 
she would not even touch it, lest it should suffer 
from the warm touch of her fingers. And so 
it grew into health and beauty. The other 
woman took her lily to her parlour, a room 
dark and close, with a small window through 
which the sun never shone. She took it there 
because she loved it, and wished to see it 
always. She loved it, and she often caressed 
it with her fingers, kissed it with her warm 
lips, let it breathe the air she breathed. And 
the lily wilted and died. Which, Dr. Fitzame, 
was the better love, the truer, the wiser, the 
love of mind and heart and soul ? '* 

The egoism, and the fantastic strain running 
through NoUath's temperament, dominating 
him in conjunction with his anger, he saw no 
unseemliness in this address to the Dean at 
such a time. His tongue was sharp, his heart 
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hard, his judgment arrogant. His inclination 
was not to stay his hard words against the man 
who had slighted the woman he loved. The 
Dean saw no meaning in the parable, and did 
not attempt or desire to do so. He felt the 
presumption, however, and his face grew sterner, 
his eyes colder. Nollath, observing these signs 
of anger, and fearing that his desire might be 
refused if he said much more on the subject, 
abstained from further remark on it, and 
renewed his request for permission to see 
Muriel. 

** She would have wished it," he said, as 
quietly as he could. 

The Dean recognised the truth of his state- 
ment. Yes, she would have wished it. Curious 
contradiction, that his sweet and womanly 
Muriel should have entertained so strong a 
friendship for this man ! But Muriel had loved 
everybody. Muriel had been so loving-hearted 
— he checked the wandering of his thoughts, 
and, bowing stiffly, led the way to the Deanery. 

Inside the door he paused. ** She is in her 
own room," he said ; and Nollath, as the old 
man shut himself in his library, experienced a 
feeling of compassion for him, the feeling dying. 
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however, in his greater compassion and sorrow 
as he stood in the presence of all that remained 
of Muriel. Time would smooth away the 
Dean's grief; but it would not bring back 
Muriel ! 
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A SPRIG of the sweet-brier tree outside the 
parlour window, blown by a soft sea-breeze, 
was tap-tapping on the glass. A big tumbler of 
yellow roses was on the table, and their scent 
mingled with that of the brier coming through 
the open window. The house was very silent. 
Mrs. Metcalf, having ** cleaned up" her kitchen, 
was washing her hands in a tiny shed, beneath 
which was a sink and a tub of clear cool soft 
water. No one was about the house — no one 
but Olive and NoUath, who were in the little 
parlour. The house doors, back and front, 
stood open, and the sunlight streamed into the 
passage. Very peaceful and pretty looked the 
little cottage, set in its gaily-coloured flower- 
garden. 

Olive sat at the little round table, her elbows 
on the blue-checked tablecloth, her chin on 

her hands. Nollath was on the other side of 
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the room, further from the table, leaning back 
on Mrs. Metcalfs quaint chintz-covered sofa. 

The faces of both were grave, sad. The 
light that had of late shone in their eyes, the 
happy light of love and dreaming which may 
enter and soften even the keenest of eyes, was 
not there. There was nothing of dreaminess 
in their looks now, and nothing of the laziness 
of summer days spent in long idling by the 
sea. There was alertness, and, on Olive's, 
sadness, on Nollath's, melancholy combined with 
something that looked like rebelliousness, the 
irksome rebelliousness of a strong will against 
the inevitable. 

** I have been very foolish, Ru," Olive was 
saying, with her eyes on the faded tablecloth. 
She had said the same thing once before this 
afternoon, with the addition of the words — 
**and wicked.'' 

There is an old adage that "It never rains 
but it pours " ; and another, ** Troubles never 
come singly." These old saws had been ex- 
emplified with NoUath when, fresh from the 
sight of Muriel's dead face, he had arrived at 
the cottage, to find Olive awakened from her 
dream, to the actualities of life. 
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His journey, with its incidents, had accom- 
plished the same awakening for him. He had 
never been so completely under the dominion 
of their idyllic life as had Olive, because her 
physical weakness had in the beginning lent 
itself to deceptiveness of view. His blindness 
had been wilful, a determined thrusting aside of 
thought beyond the pleasant moment. Having 
had other thoughts thrust on him, despite his 
strong wish to the contrary, however, he had 
returned to Sorsby in a divided frame of mind ; 
impressed by the realities of his and Olive's 
circumstances, but disposed to continue the 
happy unreal idyl by relegating disagreeable 
questions to the background of his thoughts. 
But, Olive awakened, Olive with her mind 
bent on practical affairs, the quiet resumption 
of their old life was impossible. His purpose 
was defeated when she no longer helped to 
keep it in being. 

She had spent part of the time of his absence 
in writing to her solicitors. She must have 
money to pay Mrs. Metcalf the long bill owing 
her. The mundane notion of bill and receipt 
had done as much as anything to bring her 
mind down to the practical things of life. 
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Through it she realised most thoroughly the 
intangible nature of her dream. 

It was the bread and butter of reality she 
was now to partake of, not the imaginary nectar 
of the gods. It was the conventionalities, the 
associations, the artificial restraints of reality 
that she was to take upon herself, leaving 
behind her the freedom, the naturalness of her 
idyl. 

The future had risen before her, bare, hard ; 
it was no longer hidden in a roseate mist which 
she did not care to pierce. It questioned her, 
asking her how she was to walk in it, and she 
could not reply that she and Nollath were to 
continue this happy life by the sea. 

In the two days of her solitude she had 
thought much. The truth had been laid before 
her — the truth as concerned her madness, her 
friendship with Nollath, her desertion of her 
husband ; and with keen distress she had 
realised that this dream-life must cease. He 
must not ruin his life for her sake ; must not 
forsake the work awaiting him in the busy 
world ; must not abandon his aims ; must not 
sink into a man living only for happiness and 
love, his abilities unused, his work undone. A 
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sorry end this for the man who was her hero, 
whom she regarded as one well-fitted to fight 
evils. 

The decision had cost her a severe struggle ; 
had for a time thrown her back into the bitter- 
ness and restless distaste for life from which she 
had aforetime escaped. Six months ago she 
would have decided differently. Caring nothing 
for society's verdict, she would have said — *' Let 
us be happy, we two ! " But since then a new 
spirit had risen within her. 

Since then she had obtained a higher grasp 
of the meaning of life, a clearer conception of 
ideals that had slumbered within her — ideals 
in which self-indulgence was a sin to bring 
unhappiness to him who indulged as well as to 
his victims. She was clearer in her under- 
standing of the deep though often hidden laws 
of life, and could perceive that the highest 
happiness was that which is independent of 
sense and outside things, and is co-existent 
only with selflessness. She wished Nollath to 
have — not the partial happiness of love, but a 
more perfect happiness. Had it been possible, 
she would have incorporated their love with 
the idea of this happiness, but circumstances 
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forbidding this it must not drive the truer 
happiness away. 

NoUath, amongst other gossip from Har- 
minster, had brought news of George Trevelyan 
and his family. 

The firm of Trevelyan Brothers had failed. 
The elder brother had gone abroad, while 
the junior partner had endeavoured to re- 
construct something from the wreck of the old 
business. George s income, with the exception 
of what he made by his profession, had been 
derived from shares in the firm, and being un- 
able at present, owing to ill-health, to practise 
his avocation, he was in poor circumstances. 
He had given up his house, and was in rooms 
in Harminster, though his medical adviser had 
ordered him abroad. 

Olive, after hearing this, had, with Nollath's 
consent, written to her husband, and this 
afternoon she and NoUath were discussing, 
among other things, the answer she had 
received. 

It was very brief — merely an intimation that 
if she so chose she might return to him. 
Trevelyan, strange to say, had not so poor an 
opinion of his runaway wife as had the Dean. 
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** She's a fool,** he had once said *' but she s 
not vicious." And his home, such as it was, 
was open to her. He knew of course of her 
inheritance. Probably the knowledge had 
something to do with his wish that she should 
return. 

And Olive had amazed NoUath by a sug- 
gestion that she should accept her husband's 
invitation. 

They had, before she had written to George, 
fallen into the habit of talking of their idyl as 
something that could not last exactly as it then 
was, each instinctively knowing the others 
meaning, and feeling that their idyl had already 
ceased to be the idyl of the past. But this 
afternoon was the first occasion on which Olive 
had given vent to her thought that it would 
be better for them — she meant for "him," but 
said ** them," because he would have denied 
that it was better for him — that she should go. 

Nollath made no reply to Olive's observa- 
tion, and the tap, tap of the brier on the 
window was the only sound in the quiet cottage. 
The scent of the roses was strong. In after 
years the scent of roses, whether coming to 
them in a crowded London street or in a quiet 
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country lane, in drawing-room or lecture-hall, 
in ball-room or garden, would remind them of 
their strange idyl by the sea ; of the little 
cottage and garden, and this quiet day of sun 
and sea and flowers, on which was first thought, 
if not said, the sad word — farewell. 

Olive rose, and approached Nollath. She 
laid her hand on his shoulder. '' Dear Ru," 
she said, a little tremulously, " it is very hard, 
but it would be better for me to go." She 
again did not say for ** him." 

** Better for you to return to the man who 
nearly drove you mad?" 

** Oh no, Ru," she gently protested ; *' it was 
my sorrow that drove me mad." 

" And who should have been the most kind 
and tender to you in your sorrow ? Was he 
so .^ Is it right, Olive, that you should take 
upon yourself a burden for which you are not 
fit, merely because the man who asks you to 
take it bears the name of husband ? Husband ! 
He profanes the word. Are you not acting 
according to the conventionality which you 
have professed to despise ? Now that health 
and strength have come back to you, is there 
no better work for you to do than to nurse a 
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man who doesn't need you except to add a few 
more comforts to his lot ? Are there not many 
miserable beings more worthy, by right of 
greater suffering and greater merit, of your 
services ? Ah, Olive, your conventionality is 
ruling you." 

**No, it is not. Indeed, Ru, it is not," she 
said. It was partly because she believed that 
NoUath's position on the resumption of his 
work would be better if she made this sacrifice ; 
if the voice of scandal was raised — she- was 
beside her husband ; and it was partly because 
she thought it her duty. But had the former 
reason not existed, the latter would have been 
willingly forgotten. '' He does need me," she 
said. ** He is poor and ill." 

** Don't I need you ? " he asked, quickly. 
His dark face was impassioned, pleading. 
'' Do you know what you are to me ? Do 
you know that with you to help and counsel 
me I am as a different man, stronger, better, 
and — immeasurably happier ? Don't you know 
that you temper my hardness, give me new 
thoughts.-^ Are we not as one in our ideals, 
our hopes?" He choked, and cleared his 
throat. It was hard to see his friend, whose 
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companionship was so dear to him, driven from 
him by the force of circumstances as inexorable 
as the death that had claimed Muriel. 

Olive knew that Nollath's arguments were 
evolved from his love, not from his deeper 
reasoning ; that when he looked at the question 
fairly he would see how, under the circum- 
stances, they could not, except by sacrificing 
the best part of their natures, remain in this 
dear idyl by the sea But his choking voice 
hurt her. The sight of his bitter regret made 
her think less of what was highest happiness 
than of what was present happiness. Love 
drove away reason ; the heart love conquered 
the mental love. 

Like a rushing tide came the thought of all 
that he had done for her — his care, his love ; 
of all that he had given her — her happier 
spirit, her stronger life, her ideal, which, by 
giving her life a purpose, had changed it as 
from a journey through a dreary waste to one 
with light in the distance. Like a rushing 
tide came her love — passionate, powerful ; love 
with its devotion, its yearnings to please — to 
please just at the moment without thought of 
the beyond; love with its great emotions 
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before which reason flies terror-stricken ; love 
looking not up nor down, but steadily level at 
its own love. 

She was overmastered by it. She bent 
before it as corn before the wind. She forgot 
all high desires, forgot everything except a 
wish to give her love all the happiness — 
common ordinary happiness — which it was in 
her power to bestow. 

She did not speak her love. Her eyes 
glowed, her cheek flushed, but she did not 
speak. Instead, she raised her hand from his 
shoulder and laid it against his cheek — laid it 
caressingly, endearingly, thrilling .with her love. 
And love thrilled in his veins also, banishing 
bitterness. The cold steel, as Gilbert called it, 
had melted at last. He caught her hand in his, 
and covered it with kisses — his first kisses. 

But it was only a small demonstration, after 
all. There was not in it the strength — border- 
ing sometimes upon roughness, but dear because 
of its origin, love — which a man of strong 
passions would have possessed, and the absence 
of which, a woman of stronger passions than 
Olive, would have resented. 

And in persons of temperaments like Olive 
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— when in moderate mental strength — and 
Nollath, emotion, though it may come, is not 
protracted. It may for a time drive away all 
thought, but only for a time. And their heart- 
love, though warm and deep — deeper and 
stronger and truer because it was head as well 
as heart-love, because it so ruled every part of 
their natures that no part could rise against 
it, but all were enthralled — was so bound up 
in the higher quality of aspiration that it could 
not long remain untouched by the quality. 
With a sigh, Nollath dropped the hand he so 
dearly loved ; and Olive moved from his side. 

She stood with her back to the window, 
looking drearily out as she had looked that 
stormy winter's night before rushing out on to 
the wind-blown cliff. She had been unhappy 
then, she was unhappy now. She had had a brief 
respite from unhappiness, a brief joy ; but now 
she must lose it. For Nollath*s sake she must 
return to the old unsatisfying, unsatisfactory 
life. 

Had it only been her own soul — or cha- 
racter, which iis the same thing — the ascent or 
descent of which was swinging in the balance, 
she would not have hesitated. The power of 
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her aching love could have as easily swung her 
to hell as heaven, had it not been for that law 
which makes the debasing of love for love's 
sake a forerunner of evil to the fellow-love. 

But was she deciding aright ? She passed 
her hand across her brow, oppressed by the 
weight of her trouble and her pondering. All 
her reasonings pointed to the rightness of her 
decision. It seemed plain before her — alas! 
too plain. But was it not right and best that 
she should leave the decision in his hands .-^ 
Surely she could trust him to decide well. 
Whatever he might have said, or might say, he 
would in the end decide well. 

**Ru," she said, without turning her head, 
**it is for you to decide, not me." 

As she spoke there came before her a sight 
of what might have been had circumstances 
worked differently for them. To have passed 
their lives together! To have thought and 
planned and worked, and been happy or sad, 
hopeful or despondent, successful or defeated 
— together! Her head swam a little. She 
closed her eyes, and her heart ached over the 
unattainable happiness. 

Not to end this happy existence ; only to 
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extend it in newer, better, more real spheres. 
Not to abruptly check it and let it be but as an 
aching memory ; but to continue it, grasping it 
more firmly, realising it more fully. 

Enjoying it, not as an idyl by sea and sands, 
and in the sweet, pure air of the open coast, but 
in courts and alleys, in lecture-halls and drawing- 
rooms. Exchanging the storm and sunshine of 
nature for the strife of the human world ; finding 
a stronger, more satisfying, more real existence 
in hand-to-hand and brain-to-brain labour for 
the good they hoped for, than in only dreaming 
ideals. Happiness ! the word dwelt in this 
bright vision, permeating it. Happiness! 

Acting on an impulse, she turned towards 
him. Her lips were quivering, her eyes 
bright with a feverish eagerness. 

** Ru," she said, '' I will tell you all that^s in 
my mind and in my heart. Then, if you will, 
you shall think of all that is involved in this that 
we have to decide. If you choose, we will not 
decide now, but will let a few days pass. But 
I will let you see right into my mind and heart. 
I will hide nothing, however foolish, or stupid, 
or high-flown it may be. I am not considering 
conventionality. I ! What have I to say to 
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conventionality — I, an outcast from the respect- 
able routine of conventional rule ? So believe 
me, dear Ru, that, either for you or for me, 
has nothing to do with it save as it affects work 
or character, not the mere personal dislike as 
to what shall be said." 

**Yes?" he said. 

**So I will tell you how I have fought 
against this idea, which to me is like losing all 
happiness from my life. Many times I have 
fought against it, this giving up of our life 
together. It has become so dear to me, these 
plans and hopes and interests — oh, Ru, how 
much it costs me to give it up only you, look- 
ing into your own heart, can know. If you 
look into your own heart, your own soul, and 
see how we are knit together in aim, thought, 
and — and love, then you will understand what 
I suffer, and how strong must be my conviction 
that it is best for us to separate, that it should 
override this suffering. 

*' Don't you see, Ru — ah, yes, I know you 
do, though you won't this moment own it — 
the impossibility of our spending our lives 
together, except by the sacrifice of the best 
in us — the best work, the best impulses? 
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To take one instance. You, though you are 
self-sufficient in some ways, require the co- 
operation of others in your work for social 
reforms. Would the good people with whom 
you have heretofore joined associate with you 
if I were with you? Would they work with 
you.** No. They would have none of you, 
and your usefulness would be crippled immea- 
surably. And I, instead of being the good 
friend you have called me, would be your 
enemy — the enemy of all that is in you of self- 
lessness, your inciter to selfishness. And I, 
whom you have taught to pity the weak and 
helpless, and to work for the lifting up of the 
wronged — I, a 'wicked woman,* a 'runaway 
wife,' should be a sorry figure to help in the 
advance of the purposes we both have at heart. 
The highest part of us would be sacrificed, if 
we refused to offer up this sacrifice. 

*' We should be happy — you and I — yes, yes, 
so happy ! " her voice lingered on the *' so happy," 
then faltered, and she hurried on — "We should 
be happy in a way, doing our work as well as 
we could, crippled by slander; but should we 
not, thinking as we do, be haunted by the 
consciousness that our love instead of raising 
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US had lowered us, instead of giving us new 
power to live out our lives to some good 
end, had cramped our energies, deadened our 
usefulness? And would not this sting, sting 
us, not so much for ourselves as for each other ? 
Should we not say — It is I who have done 
this, robbed my love of his best strength, 
made him but half the power for good that he 
might have been ? And wouldn't our happiness, 
being founded on what it is, be mixed with 
bitterness ? " 

She paused, because her lips were trembling. 
But in a moment she collected herself, and 
went on, — 

*' Is it then an evidence of love — of our love, 
Ru, the love which selfishness may smirch, but 
which altruism may increase and beautify, 
however wide apart we may be — is it an 
evidence of this love to yield to our selfish 
wishes ? Do you think, Ru,*' her eyes dilating 
and flashing with an enthusiasm perhaps as 
absurd, as illusionary, as her dream had been, 
**that your character — not what men call 
character, another name for reputation, but 
your character as meaning what you are or 
might be— do you think it of so little worth 

Digitized by VjOOQIC 



THE SPIRIT OF LOVE. 255 

in my eyes that I could for my own selfish 
pleasure deteriorate it ? If you knew, Ru, 
where you stand to me ! God — no, I am not 
foolish enough for that, but — I can't express 
to you what you are to me. Consider what 
you have done for me, — ^saved me from terrible 
sin ; taken me from misery ; opened the door 
of mental freedom ; given me a purpose in 
life ; and given me what is more precious than 
all, the knowledge that wherever I may be, 
whatever I may do, in whatsoever work I may 
be engaged, there will always be someone 
watching me, if only from afar, loving me, 
interested in me, sympathising with me in 
failure and trouble, congratulating me in success 
and good-fortune, even though no word be 
spoken between us — consider this, dear Ru, 
then think what you must be to me. 

** We have said, Ru, and meant it, too, in 
spite of our other folly, that low desires, the 
satisfaction of emotions, or even of the mind, 
could not satisfy us, that if we were to seek 
happiness there we should only — as others 
have done — find disappointment. Shall I then 
wish to see you seeking happiness where it 
can t be found ? Shall I who owe so much 
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to you — SO much — willingly become the means 
of bringing you lower, ruining your best 
possibilities ? 

** There's love and love, as there's joy and 
joy, grief and grief. You know what I mean. 
One love is mixed with passion, another with 
gratitude, another with reverence. Our love 
is mingled with an ideal of selflessness, and 
did we forsake our ideal, our love would be 
degraded from its high estate and become 
a thing of sense, emotion. Yes, and it would 
deteriorate our characters, would cease to be 
what it has so far been, an incentive to what 
is best in us. And, Ru ! we love the ideal 
in each other as some love the rose on the 
cheek, the blue of the eye. We can't help 
it. And we love it so much that in our 
heart of hearts we should be sorry to see 
each other trample on it. We should suffer. 
We shall suffer if we part." She made a 
gesture of passionate distress, and her eyes 
were full of pain. " But our love will rise 
from our suffering stronger than ever, while 
from our joy — our selfish joy, bringing us 
into contempt — it would descend. We say 
the bitter word farewell — why ? Because we 
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love each other, in our way of being jealous 
for each other's best of good and all happiness, 
too well to stay." 

Were they worthy thoughts, these that she 
flung out desperately, yet with a touch of 
enthusiasm, as though she herself thought 
them good ? Or was it only silly twaddle ? 

*' Me needs me," she said, ** and I ask you 
to send me to him — not for his sake, but for 
your own and mine. I ask you to yield me to 
him as a sacrifice to bur love. I won't go 
unless you send me. I am yours by right. If 
I go I go as your gift, not as his right. But — 
you will send me ? " 

NoUath had listened to her outburst with his 
eyes steadily fixed upon her — eyes miserable, 
hungry for his lost happiness. As she had 
talked, her clear voice thrilling now with grief, 
now with love, now rising with a ring of passion 
in it, now sinking into soft unconscious plead- 
ing, his love had torn his heart because of a 
conviction that as she spoke so it would be. 

He rebelled against the conviction, yet 
something in him responded to it. It was true 
that his work would be crippled by slander if 
she remained away from her husband. It was 
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true that they would be acting selfishly if they 
sought their own— or even each other s — happi- 
ness instead of the higher object of good work 
done. It was true that their love would be 
degraded by a lapse into self-love. It was all 
true, as he recognised in bitterness of spirit. 

Their idyl, having been broken, could not, 
however desperately they willed it, be brought 
into existence again. It was useless therefore 
to linger on this bit of nature which had 
become one with their happy dream. They 
must go back to the matter-of-fact world. The 
fit sequence of their idyl would have been to 
go thither together, friends as before, to work 
out their ideal among the poor and wretched 
of the great city. This not being possible 

Yes ! It was over — this idyllic dreaming by 
the sea ; this epoch of friendship and love and 
happiness, of wild free winds and cliff and field, 
of long discussions of life's problems, of long 
walks and talks, of the slow waking to life of 
a woman's mind, of a world of possibilities 
of happiness. It was over. Henceforth it was 
not to be, except in memory. It was to become 
only as the short sojourn of a traveller at a 
wayside inn, the chance encounter of a kindred 
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spirit, and the short season of rest and refresh- 
ment before journeying on again alone along 
the dusty highway. 

The moan of the sea came through the open 
window — soft, melancholy. Out at the cliffs 
base lay the yellow sands they had often 
trodden together, the great rocks and the 
smiling sea. Beautiful accessories of a dream ; 
fair, and vast, and changeful ; wild and free. 

NoUath could not answer Olive's appeal. 
The choking in his throat, the rebellion in his 
heart, though his reason agreed with her con- 
clusions, kept back reply. 

Men and women, on behalf of an ideal — 
whether, as theirs, of character, or, as more 
generally, of ordinary morality — have often 
conquered love, but even in the strongest the 
heart has rebelled against the head's higher 
dictates. Impulse and reason have fought, 
and suffering and tears have come of the 
conflict. 

NoUath and Olive did not conceal the pain 
their struggle cost them. NoUath watched 
the passionate glow die from the face of the 
woman he loved, watched the anguish broaden, 
saw the lips quiver and the eyes distend ; 
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and deep in his heart he cursed the circum- 
stances which were as a cruel chain about 
them. 

But though he cursed and rebelled, he could 
not deny her appeal. That precious soul— or 
what stood to him as a soul, the life-giving 
principle ever rising or descending — shining 
from her eyes, speaking from her lips, suffering, 
reasoning, called on him to help it towards its 
best ; and he could not wish for his sake to 
cripple its powers, sully or narrow its aspira- 
tions. He loved it too well — that precious 
soul. His dear love, his best friend — he called 
her these things to himself as he watched her 
quivering face, but he did not speak. 

And at length she came to him, and kissed 
him with her trembling lips. Then he found 
voice to tell her it must be as she had said. 

And she wondered how she should bear it, 
the giving up of all that his presence meant 
to her . . . the long, long absence . . . the 
long, long silence! 

THE END. 
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